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Tragedie of Soliman. and 
Perſeda, | 
Acus primus, 
Enter Lone, Fortune ,Dcath, 


| Loie. Mg :. 
Hat, Death and Fortune crofſe the way of Lone? 
V \ / For. Why, what is Lowe,but Fortunes tenis/ball2 
| Death. Nay,what areyouboth,but ſubiects 
vato Death? oh 
AndI commaund youto forbeare this place: 
For hcere the mouth of lad e Helpomene, 
Is wholy bent to tragedies diſcourſe; 
And whatare Tragedies but acts of death? 
| Here meanes thewrathfull muſe in ſeas of teares; 
Andlowd laments to tella diſmall tale: 
A tale whercin ſhe lately hath beſtowed, 
Thehuskie humourofher bloudy quill, 
And now for tablestakes her to her tung. 
Loue, Why thinkes Dearth, Loue knowesnot the hiſtoric? 
Ofbrauc Eraſtxs and his Rodian dame : 
TwaslT that made their harts conſenttoloue, 
And therefore come I now as fitteſt perſon, 
Toſcrue forchorus to this Tragedie. 
Had notT beene, they had not dyed fo foone. 
Death, Had I not beene,they hadnot dyedſ focne. 
| a... | For, 


| T he Tragedie © - 
For. Nay then it ſeemes you both = miſſe themarke, 
DidnotI changelong loue to ſuddenhate? | 
And then rechange their hatredinto loue: 
Andthenfrom lone delinerthem to death? 
Fortune is chorus. Loxeand death be gone, - 
Death. T tell thee Fortune,andthee wanton Lone, 
Twill not downe to euerlaſting night, 
Till Thaue moralliz*d this Tragedy, 
Whoſe cheefeſt ator wasmy lable dart. 
Lone, Nor will I'vp into thebrightſome ſphere, 
From whence I ſprung, till in the chorus place, 
Imakeit knowne to youand to the world, 
Whatintereſt Zoxe hath in Tragedies. 
For. Nay then though Fortune haue delight in change, 
Ile ſtay my flight, and ceaſe to turnemy wheels, 
Till Ihaueſhowne by demonſtration, 
What intreſt I haueina Tragedic. 
Tuſh,Fortune can doo more then Loueor Death. 
Lowe. Why ſtay we then, lets giue the Acorsleaue, 
Andas gccafiqnſcrues,makeour returne, Exeunt; 


Enter Exaſtus and Perſeda. 

Eraſt. Why when Perſeda wilt thounot aſſureme? 
But ſhall [ like a mailleſſe ſhip at ſea, | 
Goecuery way andnot the way I would : 

My loue hath laſted from mine jnfancie, 
AnditillincreaſedasI grew my lelfe, 

When did Perſedapaſtimein the ſtrectes, 

But her Eraſtus ouer-cied herſporte: 
When did(ſt thou with thy ſampler in the Sunne, 

Sit wing with thy feres, but I wasby 

- Markivg thylilly hands dexteritie: - 

Comparing it to twenty gratious things. 

When didit thou ſing anotethat I could hears; 

Bat I haueframdea dittieto the tune, 

- Figuring Perſeda twenty kinde of waies, 
=--LY _ ” When 


| of Solimanand Perſedg. 

When didſ{tthou goe to Church on hollidaies, 

But I haue waited on thee tooandfro: ' Th 

Marking my times asFaulcons watch their flight, 

Whea I haue miſt thee how haue Ilamented; © 2 

As ifmy thoughts had bene aſſured true, © 63477 

Thus inmy youth,now finceI grew aman, : -*/ 

I haueperſcucred tolet thee know, Tres 

The meaning of my true harts couſtancie: :.-.. © 

Thenbe not nice Perſedaas women woont; ' 

To haſty lovers whoſcfancy ſoone is fled: 

My loue is of along continuance, | 

And meritesnot aſtrangersrecompence. 

Per, Enough Eraſtus thy Perſeda knowes, * 

She whom thou wouldſt haue thine, Eraftus knowes, 
Eraft. Nay my Perſeda knowes,and thentis well, : 
Per. watch you vauntages,thine beitthen,. ;. 

T haue forgot the reſt, but thats the effe&t: 

WhichtoeffeR,accept this carkaner, 

My Grandame on her death bed gaue it me,: : _ 

And there,cucn there I vow'd ynto my ſelfe; 

To keepe the ſame yntillmy wandringeye; "= 

| Should finde a harbour for my hartto dwell. . . WE; 

 Fueninthy breſtdooleleR my reſt, 1 bp | 

Letin my hart to keepe thine company, 

Eraft, And ſweet Perſedaacceptthisring,.. 
Toequall it, recciue my harttoboot, - 
Itisno boot, for that was thine before? 
Andfarmore welcomeis this changeto me, 
Then ſunny daies to naked Sauages, 

Ornewes ofpardon toa wretch condemds, 

That waitethfor the fearefull troke of death, 

As carefu]l will I be tokeepe this chaine, 

As doth the mother keepe her children, 

From water pits,orfalling in thefire, 

Ouer mine armour will I hang this chajne, 

And when iong combat makes my body faint, 

LTheſi ghr of this ſhall ſhew Perſedas name, © 


PX And 


T he T rapedie 

Andad freth couragetomy fainting limmes, 
T his day the eger Turkeof Tripolis, 
TheKnight of Milta,hououredfor his worth, 
Andhe thats titled by the golden fparre. 
The Moore vpon his hot barbarianhorſe, 
The fiery Spaniard bearing iahis face, * - 
The empreſle ofanoble warriour. - 
Theſudden Frenchman;andthe bigboand Dane, 
And Engliſh Arthershardy menat armes, 
Eclipped Lyons of theweſtcrne worlde : 
Eche one of theſe approued combatants, 
Aſſembled from ſeucrall cornersof the world, 
Are hithercome to try their forceit atmes, 
In honor ofthe Prince of Cipris nuptaals. 
Amongſt theſe worthies will Eraftas troupe, 
Thoughlkea Gnatamongſta hiucofBees: 
Know me by this thy pretious carkanet, 
And if I thriue, in yalouras the glaſle 
T hat takes the Sun-beames buraing with his force 2 
Ile be the glaſſe,and thou that heauenly Sun, 
From whence Ile borrow what I do atchicue. 
And {yeet Perſeda vnnoted though Tbe, 
Thy beanty yet ſhall make me knowne ere night. 

Per. Yong ſlippesareneuer erattin windy daies, 
Yong ſchollers neuer entered withthe rod, - 
Ahmy Eraſtus there are Europes Knights, 
That carryhonour grauen in their helmes, 
And they muſt winne'it deere that winneitthence, 
Letnotmy beauty prick thee to thy bane, 
Better fit ſhll then riſe and ouer-tane.. 

Eraſt, Counſell menot,for my intent is{worne, 
Andbe my fortuneas my loue deſerues, 

Per. Sobethy fortuneas thy features ſerues. 
_- Andthen Ergftus lines without compare, 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Here comes a Meflenger to haſte mehence, 


Iknow your meſlage, hath the Princeſle ſeatfor mes = 
AMeſſen, 


of Soliman and Perſeda. BD 
Meſſen. Shehath,and deſires youto conſort hertothe 
NES op _ EmtrPiſton, -  (triumphes, 
Piſton, Who ſaw my-Maſterz | 
O ſir,are you heeere? FER 
The Prince andall the outlandiſh Gentlemen, 
Arercady to goeto thetriumphs,they ſtay for you.-- 
Eraſt. Goe farra,bid my men bring my horſe, ; 
and a.dolen ſtaues, | 
P:/t.X ou ſhall haue your horſesand two doſen: of ftaues. 
| | _ ExiPiſton, 
Eraſt. Wiſh me good hap Per/eda and Ile winne: 
Such glory,asno timeſhall ererace-out, 
Or end the period of my youthinblood; 
Per, Such fortune as the good Andromache, 
Wiſhrt valiant Zeffor wounded-withtheGreekes, 
I wiſh Eraſtusin his maiden warres. 
Orecome withyalour theſe highminded Knights, 
As with thy vertne thou haſt conquered: me, 
Heauecns heare my harty prajerandit effe&, Exeunt, 


$ N 


Enter Philippo,the Prince of Cipris, Baſtliſco, 
andall the Kmeghts. 

Phil. Brane knights of Chriſtendome,and turkiſh both, 
Aſſembled heere jathirſty honors-cauſe,: . 
Tobeenrolledinthebraſſeteaued booke, 

Ofnener waſting perpetuitie, | 

Put Lambe-like mildenesto your Lyons ſtrength, 
And be ourtilting like two brothers ſportes, 

That exerciſe their war with friendly blowes. 

Braue Prince of Cipris,and our ſonne 1n Jaw, 
Welcome theſe worthies by their ſenerall countries, 
For in thy honor hither are they come, 

 Togracethy nuptials with their deeds at armes. 

C:pris. Firſt welcomethriſe renowned Engliſhman, 
Graced by thy country, but ten times more 
By thy approued valourin the field, 

Vpon the onſet ofthe enemy, 
What 


' TheTrazedie 
What isthy motto when thouſpurres thy horſe. . 
' Engliſhman, In Scotland was I madea Knightatarmes, - 
Wherefor my countries cauſe I chargde my Launce:. 
In France I tooke the Standard from the King, 
And giuethe flower ofGalliain my creſt. 
Againſt thelight foore Iriſh hauel ſerned, 
Andin my skinne beare tokens of their skenes 2 
Our word of courage all the world hath heard, 
Saitit George for England,and faint Georgefor me. 
Cipris, Like welcome vato theefaire Knight of Frannce, 
» Well famed thouart for diſcipline in warre, 
Vpon the incounter of thine enemy, 
Whatisthy motrenowned Knight of Fraunce. 
. French-man.Inltalie Iputmy knighthoodeon, 
Where in my thirt but with my fingle Rapier, 
Icombated a Romane muchrenownd, 
His weapons point impoyſonedfor my bane, 
And yetmy ſtarres did bode my,victory, 
_ SaintDenis isfor France and that for me. 
C:pris, Welcome Cajtilian tooamonglt the reſt, 
Forfamedoth ſound thy valour with rhereſt: 
_ Vponthy firſt incounter ofthy foe, 
Wharis thy woord of courage braue man of Spaijne? 
Spaniard, Atfourteene yecresof age was I made Knight, 
When twenty thouſand Spaniards were infield, 
W hat timea daring Rutter madea challenge 
- To changea bullerwith our ſwift flight ſhor, 
AndI with ſingle lieed andleuell hit, 
'Thehaughty challenger and ſtrooke him dead, 
The golden Fleece is that we cry vpon, 
And laques, laques, is the Spaniards choice. 
_ Ciprzs, Next,welcome yato theerenowned Turke, 
* *Notfor thy lay,bur for thy worth inarmes : 
'Vpanthe-firſt braue of thine enemy, 
- Wharis thy noted wordofcharge;braue Turke? 
_ _ Brufer. Agitinſtthe Sophyin three pitched fields, 
Vander tae conductof creat Solinar, =» | 
—— *. | Fave 


/ 


- Hauel bene chiefe commaunder ofan hoaſt, 


;o 


_ e Mabometfor me and Solyman. 


Perdie,cach female isthe weaker veſlell, 


Ofthat climate to the ſword, 
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Andput the flint heart Perſeans to the ſword. 

The deſert plaines of Aﬀricke hauel ſtaind, | 
With blood of Moores,and there inthree ſerbattels fouchyj 
Marcht conquerourthrough Aſia, _” 
Along the coaſts held by the Portinguze, 

Enen to the verge of golde, aboording Spaine 

Hath Bruſor leda valiant troope of Turkes, 

And made ſome Chriſtiang kneele toe Habomert 

Him weadore,and in hisffime L cles” 


Cip. Now Signeur Baſiliſcoyou we know, 
Andtherefore ginenot youa ſtrangers welcome, 
You arcaRutrer borne in Germanic, 
Vpon the firſt encounterof your foe: 
What is your braue ypon the enemy? 
Baſs. Ifightnot with my tongue, thisis my Oratrix. | 
RTE: Laying his hand vpon his ſword. _. 
Cip. Why Signeur Baſl;ſco is1ta ſhe ſword? 
Baſs. T,andiſo are all blades withme:bcholdemy inflance 


And the vigourofthisarmeinfringeth, 

The temper of any blade,quoth my aſlertion, 

And thereby gather, that this blade beeing arprooued weas 
ker than this{im, may very wel bear a feminine Epitheton. 

Cip.Tis well proued,but whats the word that glories your 

. - Baſi.Soothto ſay,theearthis my Countrey, - (Countrey? 

As theaire to the fowle,or the marine moiſture, 

To thered guild fiſh: I repute my ſelte no cowards 

For humilitic ſhall mount. I keepe notable 

TocharaQer my fore-paſled confliets.. 

AsIremember,therehappeneda ſore drought 

In fomepart of Belgia, that the iuciegraſle, 

Was ſeared withthe Sunne Gods Element, 

I held itpollicie,to putthe men children 


That themothers teares mightreleeuethepearchedearth, | 


TheT rapedie 
The men died,the women wept,andthe grafſe grew, 
Fls had my Frize-land horſeperiſhed, 

Whoſeloſle would haue more ye me, 

Than the ruincofthatwhole Countrey. 

Vpona time inIreland I fonght, 

On horſebacke withan hundred Kern es, 

From T itans Faſterne ypriſe;to his Wefterne downe-fall: 
Inſomuch that my Steed began to faint: | 

I conicuring thecaufe to be want ofwater,difmounted: 
In whichplace there wasno ſuchElement, 
Enraged therefore with this Semitor, 

All on footelikean Herculian ofipring, 

Fndured ſomethree or foure howers combar, 

In which proceſſe, my body diſtilled fuch dewy ſhowers of 
Thatfrom the warlike wrinckles ofmy front, (frer, 
My Palfray coold his thirſt. 

My mercy in conqueſt, is equall with my manhood in fight, 
The teareofaninfant, hath bin the ranſome ofa conquered 
W hereby TIpurchaſed the ſurname of Pitzes adomant, (cittic, 
Rough wordesblowe my choller, 3b 

As the winde dooth Mulctbers worke houſe, 


5 Thaueno word, becauſe no countrey, 


Fachplaceis my habitation, 
Therefore each countries word mineto pronounce, 
Princes, what would you ? | 
T haue ſeene much, heard more, but done moſt, 
 Tobebriefe, hee that will try me, let hun waft mee with his 
] am his,for ſome fine launces. | (armc, 
Although it go againſt my ſtarres to teſt, 
Yetto gratulate this beninge Prince, 
I will ſuppreſſe my condition. 
Phylp. Heis beholding to you greatly fir : 

Mount yebraue Lordines,forwardsto the tilt, 
Ny leife will cenſure of your chmalrie, 
And with impartial eyes behold your deedes, 
Forward brane Ladies,place you to behold 
Thefaire demeanor of theſe warlike Knights, Exennt. 

oy | | HMantt. 


| _ By iy 
. 


of Soliman and Perſeda. 
q Manet Bafilifco. ., 
Bafi.lammelancholy: an humor of Venusbelegereth me, 
I haue reicted with contemptable frownes, b © 
The ſweet glances of many amorous.girles, or rather ladies; 
But certes,] am now captiuated with the reflefting eye 
Ofthat admirable comet Perſeda. 
I will place her to behold.my triumphes, 
And do woonders inhir fight, 
O heauens; the comes,accompanied with a child, 
Whoſe chin beares no impreſſion of manhood, 


Notan hayre,not an excrement. 


Enter Eraſtus, Perſeda,avdPyRan. 
Eraft, My Fwect Perſeda. 
Exeunt Eraſtus 4nd Perſeda. 
Baſs, Peace Infant thoy blaſphemeſt. 
Piſt. You are decciued lir,he ſwore not, 
Baſi,ltell thee Teſter he did worſe, he caldthat Ladie his, 
Piſt. Teſter: O extempore,o flores ! | 
Baſi.O harſh vnedicate,illiterate peſant, 
Thou abuſeſt the phraſe of theLatine. | 
Pit, By gods filh friend, take you theLatins part,ileabuſe: 
Baſi. What ſaunce dreadofourindignation? (youto, 
Piſt. Saunce: what languidge is that? . 
Ithinkethoy art a worde makerby thine occupation. 
Baſs, I,tearmeſt thou me ofan occupation, 
Nay then this ficrie humor ofcholler is ſuppreſt, 
By|the thought of loue, Faire Ladie, 
Piſt.Now by my troth the is gon. 
Baſi. I,hath the Infant tranſporred her hence, 
He ſaw my anger figured in.my brow, 
And athis beſt aduantage ſtole away, 
But I will follow for reuenge. | 
Pif?, Naye , but here you fir, 


 Imuſttalke with you before you goe. 


| T hen Piſton gets on his back, and puls him dowae, 

Baſi. O if thou beeſt magnanimious,come before me. 
Pit. Naye,it thou beeſt a right warrior,getiro vader me. 
Þ 2 buf, | 


= TheTrageaie 
Baf.What wouldſt thou haue me a T ypbor, 
Tobeare vp Peleon or Offa? 
Diſt. T yphon me no T ypbons, 
Bur ſwcarc ypon my Dudgin dagger, 
Not to gotill I giuethee icaue, 
But ſtay with me,and lookeypon the _ 
Baſ. O thou ſeekſt thereby to dim my glory 
Piſt, Icare notfor that,wilt thou not Weare? 
Baſ.O I fweare,] ſweare. 
He ſiweareth him on his Dag ger, 
P:.By the contents of this blade, 
Baſ. By the contents of this blade, 
Pift, Itheaforeſaid Baſihſco, 
Baſ. I the, aforeſaid Baſiliſco, 
Knight good fellow,knight, knight. 
Pe. Knaue good fellow,knaue, knaue. 
Will not offerto go from the fide of Piſton. 
Baſ. Will not offer to go fromthe fideof Pyſtor, 
P:#. Without the leancofthe ſaid Piſton obtained, 
Baſ. Without the leaue of the ſaid Piſton, 
Licenſed, obtaynedanderanted, 
Piſz. Inioy thy lifeand Jiue,I ojuc it thee, 
Baſ. Tinioy my life atthy hands, I confeſle ir, 
Tam vp,burt that Iamreligious in mineoath, 
Pift. What would you do fir,whatwould you do, 
Will youvp theladder fir,and ſee the tilting, 
| Then they 20 wp the ladders, and they ſound 
within to the firſt courſe, 
Baſ.BetteraDog fawne on me, then barke, 
P:ift. Now fir,how likes thou this courle, 
Baſ. Their Launceswere coucht to hie, 
And their Steedes ill borne, 
P:ſt, It may beſo,it may beſo, 
Sound tothe ſecond courſe, 
Now fir, how like you this courſe, 
Baſ:Prettie,prettie, butnot famous, 
Well for alcarner,but not for a watriour.. 


of Soliman and Perſeda, 
Pit. By my faith,me thought it was excellent, 

Baſ. T in the eye of an infant, a Peacockstaile js glorious 
| Soundto the third courſe. | 
P:ſ.O well run,the baye horſſe with theblew taile, 

And the filuer knight, are both downe, ; 

By Cocke and Pie,and Mouſe foote, 

The Engliſhman isa fine Knight. 

Baſ: Now-by the marble face ofthe Welkin, 
Heeis a braue warriour. 
Pit; What an oathis there,fie vpon thee extortioner. 
' BaſtNow comes in the infant that courts my miſtreſle, 
S Sound to the fourth courſe, 

Oh that myJaunce werein my reſt, 

And myBeauer cloſd for this encounter. | 
P:ſt.O well ran,my maiſter hath ouerthrownthe Turke, 
Baſ. Now fie vpon the Turke, 

Tobc diſmounted by a Childe it vexethme, 

| Sound to the fift courſe , ” (man, 
P:iſ#.O welrun Maiſter,hehath ouerthrown theFrench- 
Baſ.It is the fury of his horſe,nottheſtrengthofhis arme 

T would thou wouldſt remit my oath, 

That might aſſaile thy maiſter. 

P:ſt.l gue thee leaue, go to thy deſiruftion, 

But ſyrra wheresthy horſe 2 
Baſ. Why my Page ſtands holding himby the bridle. 
Pit. Well goe mount thee, goe; 

Baſ.12o,and Fortune guide my Launce. 
Exit Baſiliſco, 
Piſt.Take thebraginſtknaue inchriſtendom with thee; 

T:rwie lam forrie for him, 

He iuſt like a knight, heele tuſtlelike aIade, 

Itita world to heerethefoole prate and brag, 

He will ict asifit were a Gooſe ona greene: 

He goes many times fupperles to bed, 

And yet hetakes Phifick ro make himleane, 

Laſtnight he was bidden to a Gentlewomans to ſupper, 

And berauſe he would not beput,to caruo, 


B 3 He 
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T be T ragedie 
He wore his hand inaſcarfe,and ſaid he was wounded: 
Hewearesa coloured lathin his ſcabberd, | 
Andyyhen twas found vpon him,he faid he was wrathfull, 
He might not weareno iron, He weres Ciuet, 

And when it was askt him, wherqg he had that muske, 
He faid, all his kindred ſmelt ſo: 
Is not this a counterfet foole ? 
Wellilevpand fee hoy hs ſpeedes. 
Sound the ſixt courſe, . 
Now by the faith of a ſquire, ke isa very faint knight, 
Why my maiſter hathoyerthrowne him | "| 
And hisCurtall, both tothe ground, 
I ſhall haue oldelaughing, | 
It will be better then the Fox in the hole for me. 
Sound: Enter Phylippo,Eraſtus,Ferdinando, 
Lucinazard all the Knights. 
Cypr.Braue Gentiemen,by all your free conſents, 
This Knight vaknowane, hath beſtdemeand himlſelfe, 
According to the proclimation made, 
Theprizeand honor of the day is his, 
But now vnmaske thy ſelte,that we may ſee, 
What warlike wrinckles time hathcharaQered, 
Withages print ypon thy warlike face. 
Engliſh. Accord to his requeſt, braue man atarmes, 
Andlctmelecthe face that vanquiſhed me. oh 
French, Vnmaske thy ſclfe, thou well approoued knight. 
T urke. Tlongto ſee thy face braue warriour. 
Luci. Nay valiant fir, we may not be denide, 
Faire Ladies ſhould be caye to ſhowe their faces, 
Leaſt that the ſun ſhould tan them with his beames, 
Ilebeyour page this once, for to difarme you. 
 __ Pjſt. Thats thereaſon, that he ſhall helpe 
| Your husband toarme his head, 
Oh thepollicic of this age is wonderfull, 

Phyllyp.W hit young Eraftus,is itpolſible? 

Cipr, Eraſtus be thou honoured for this deed. 

Englih.Soyong,and of fuch good accompliſhment, 

| | Thiiue 


of Solimun and Perſeds, 
Thriue faize beginner as this rime dothpromile, 

In vertue, valour, andall worthinefle's 

Giue me thy hand, I vowe my ſelfe thy friend. 

Eraſt.T hanks worthie fir, whoſe fauourable hand, 
Hath entred ſuchayonungling in the warre, | 
And thanks vnto you all, braue wotthy firs, 

Impoſe me raske,how I may do yougood © 
Eraſtus will be dutifull in all, 
 Phyl.Leaueproteſtationsnow, and1et vs hie, 
To tread Jauolto, that is womens walke, 
There ſpend we theremainder of the day, 5 
Excunt. Mayer Ferdinahdo. 
Ferdi. Though ouerborne,and foyledin my courſe, 
Yet haueT partners in mine infamie. | 
Tis wondrous, that fo yong a toward warriour, 
Should bide the ſhock of fich approoued knights, 
As hethis day hath matcht and mated too, 
But vertue ſhould not enuie good deſert, 
Therefore Eraſtzs happ v,/aud thy fortune, 
But my Lucina, how ſhe changed her couler, 
| Whenattheencounter Idid loofea ſtirrop, 
Hanging her headas partner of my ſhame, 
Therefore will [now goe viſit her, | 
Andpleaſcher with this Carcanet of worth, 
Which by good fortune haue found to day, 
W hen yalour failes,then gould muſt make the way. Ex. 
Enter Baſiliſco riding of a Aule. | 

Bf. O curſed Fortune enemy to Fame, 

Thus to diſgrace thy honoured name, | 
By ouerthrowing him thatfar hath ſpred thy praiſe, 
Beyond the courſeof T itars burning rates, 

Enter Piſton. 
Page ſet aſide the ieſture of my enenue, 
Giue him a Fidlersfee,and fend him packing. 

7P:ſt. Ho, God ſaue you fir,haue you burſt your ſhin, 
 Baſ:T villaine,I hauebroke my ſhin bone, * 

My back bone, my channe!] bone,and my thigh bone, 


Be. 


TheTragedie 
Befide two doſſen ſmall inferior bones, OO T3 
Pjft. Aſhrewd loſſe by my faithfir, _ - l 
But wheres your courſers taile, 
 Baſ.Heloſt the ſame in ſeruice. 
Pt. There was a hot piece of ſeruice , where he loſt his 
But how chance hisnolſc is ſlit. (taile 
Baſ;, For preſumption, for coucring,the Emperors Mare. 
P:f#, Marriea foule fautt,but why are Ins earescut? 
Baſ.For neighing in the Emperours Court , 
Pit. Why then thy Horſe hath bina Coltia his time, 
Baſ, True, thou kaſtſaid. 
O touch not the cheeke of my Palphrey, 
Leaſt he diſmount me while my woundsare greene,' _ 
Page,run, bid the ſurgion bring his inciſion. | 
Yet ſtay ileride along withthee my lelfe. Exit, 
Pf. Andilebeare you companie, 
Piſton gerrerh vp on his Aſſe, and rideth with hins 
to the doore, and meeteth the Crycr. 


Enter the Cryer. 
P:t.Come ſirra,let me ſee how finely youle cry this chains 
Cryer. Why what was it worth? (worth, 


P:ſt. It was woorth more, then thou andall thy kinare 
Cryer, It maybe ſo, but what muſthe haue that findes it? 
Pit, Why a hundred Cronnes, 
- Cryer, Why then ile haue ten for the crying it. 
Piſt, Ten Crownes,and had but {ixpence, 
For crying alittle wench of thirty yeares old & vpwards, 
That had loſt her ſelfe betwixta tauerne &a bawdie houſe, 
-  Cryer,I that was a wench, butthis1s Golde, 
Shee was poore, bur this is rich. | 
P:#. Why then by rhisreckoning, a Hackney man 
Should haueten ſhillings for horſingaGentlewoman, 
Where he hath but ten pence ofa begger. 
Crzer. V Vhy and reaſon good, | 
Letthem paie,that b cſt may, 
As the Lawyers v1: theirrich Clyents, | 
| VY Vhen 


of Soliman and Perfeda. 
VVhea they letthe poore go vnder Formapauperis, _ 
Piſt. V/Vhy then I pray thee cric the Chainefor me, 
'* Subformapanperis, | | 
For money goes very low with meat this time. 
Cryer. I fir, but your maiſter is, though yoube not. 
P:/t. I but hee muſt not know 
That thoucryeſt the Chaine for me, 
Ido but vſe thee to ſaue me a labour, 
That amto make inquiricafter it, 
Cry. Well fir, youle ſee me confidered, will younot ? 
Pt. I marry will I, why what lighter paiment can there 
be,then conſideration, 
Cryer. Q yes. 
Enter Fraſtus. 
Eraſtus. How now firra, what are you crying? 
Cryer. Achaine ſir,a chaine,that your man bad mecrie, 
Eraſtus, Get you away firra,l aduiſe you _ 
Meddle with no Chaines of mine, Exit Cryer. 
Youpaltricknaue, how dur{tchou be{o bould, 
To crie the chaine, when I bid thou ſhouldſt nor, 
DidI not bid thee onely vnderhand, - 
Makepriuie inquiriefor it through the towne, 
Leaſt publikerumor might aduertiſcher, 
Whoſe knowledge wereto mea ſecond death? 
 Piff. Why would you haue merunne vp and downethe 
towne 2and my ſhoozsare doone. ; 
Eraft.What you want in ſhooes,ile glue ye inblowes. 
P;/t. I pray you fir hold your hands, 
Andas Taman honeſt man, 
le do the beſt I can to finde your chaine. ExuPiſton. 
Eraſt. Ah treacherous Fortune,enemy to Lone, | 
Didſtthou aduaunce mefor my greater fall, 
In dalying war,I loſt my chiefeſt peace, 
In hunting after praiſe,[ loſt my lone, 
Andin louesſhipwrack will my life miſcarrie, 
Takethou the honor,and gjiue me the chaine, 
Wherein was linkt the ſum of my delight. « 
C Wizea 


TheT ragedie 
When ſhe deliuered me the Carkaner, 

Keepcit quoth the,asthou wouldſtkeepe my ſelfe: 
I kept it not,and therefore ſhe is loſt, 

And loſt withhirisall my happineſle, 

Andloſle of happines is worle then death. 

Come therefore gentle death and eaſe my gricte,' 
Cut ſhort what malice Fortune milintends,” 

But ſtay a while good Dearth, andlet meliue, 

Time may reſtore what Fortune tooke from me 2 
Ah no, great loſſes fildomearereſtord, 

What it my Chaine thall neuer be reſtord, 

Ny '1nnacenceſhall cleare my negligence, 

Ati!but my loue1s cerimonious, 

And lookesfor juſtice at her louers hand, 

Within forſt furrowes ofher clowding brow, 

As ſtormes that fall amida ſun thine day, 

L read her iuſt defires,and my decay, Exit. 


Exter Solyman, Haleb, Amarath, and 
7ancſaries, 
Soly.1! one till Brufor be returnd from Rhodes, 
To know how he hath borne him cain{tthe Chriſtians, 
Thatareaſſemb!ed thereto trietheir valour, 
But more tobe well aſſured by him, 
How Khodesis fend, and how I beſt may lay, 
Ny neuer tailing ſiege to win thatplor, 
For by the holy AlcaronT ſweare, 
Hecall my Souldiers home from Perſiz, 
Andietthe Sophie breath,and from the Ruſſian broiles 
Call home my hardie,dauntleſſe Ianifaries, 
And from the other $kirts of Chriſtendome, 
Cali home my Baflowesand my men of war, 
N 1d to belcager Rhodes by ſeaand land, 
That Key will ſerue to openall the gates, 
Tixough whichourpaſſage cannot findea ſtop, 
Till irhoue prick: the hart of Chriſtendome, 
W hichnoy that paltrie Lland keepesfrom ſcath. 


Say 


; of Solrran and Perſeda. 
' Say brother Amurath,and Haleb,fay, 
What thinke you of our reſolution? 
Amura, Great Soliman, heauens onely ſub ſtirure, 
And earths commander vnder Mahomet : 
So counſel! I,,as thou thy ſelfe haſt faid. 
Haleb, Pardon me dread Soueraigne,Tholdit not 
Good pollicie,to call your forces home 
From Ver/ea and Polonia, bending them 
aw apaltric le of ſmall defence. 
A_ on preſſe of baſe ſuperfluous Turkes, 
May foone belcuied for ſoflighta taske. 
Ah Solman,whole name hathſhakt thy foes, 
As withered leaues with Autumethrowen downe, 
Fog notthy glory with ſo fowle eclipſe, 
Letnot thy Souldiers ſounda baſe retire; _ 
Till Perfeaſoope,and thou be conquerour. 
What ſcandall were it to thy mightineſſe, 
Afterſo many valiant Baſſowes {laine, 
Whoſebloud hath bin manured to their earth, 
Whoſe bones hath made their deepe waiespaſlable, 
Toſounda homeward,dull,and harſh retreate, 
Withoutaconqueſt, ora meanereuenge, 
Striue not for Khodes, by letting Per/ea1lip, 
Theonesa Lyonalmoſt brouzht to death, 
Whoſe skin will counteruaile the hunters toile; 
Theother isa Waſpe with threatning fling. 
Whoſe Hunny is not worth the taking 7 VP. 
Amu,Why Haleb didit thou not heare ourbrother fixeare 
 VpontheAlcaron religiouſly : 
That:he would make an vaiuerſall Campe 
Ofall his ſcatteredlegions :and dareſt thou 
Infer a reaſon why it ts not meete, +. 
After his Highnes ſweares it ſhall be ſo, 
V Vereitnot thouart my fachers ſonne y 
And ſtriving kindnes wreſtled not with ire, 
I would not hence, till I had let thee know, 
V Vhat twere to thwart a Monarchs holy oath. 
| CY Halch, 


T he T ragedie | 


Haleb Why,his highnes gaue me Jeaue to ſpeake my wil, bh 


And farfrom flattery I ſpoke my minde, 
And did diſcharge afaithfullſubie&sloue, 
Thou Ariſtippas like did(t flatter him, 
Notlike my brother,or a man of worth, 
Andforhis highneſſe vowel croſtitnor, 
But gaue my cenſurc,as his highneſle bad, 
Now for thy chaſtiſment, know Amurath, 
I ſcorne themasarechleſſeLionſcornes, 
The humming ofa gnat in Summers night, 
Amur, ]takeit Haleb thouart friend to Rhodes. 
Haleb, Not halfe ſo much am Iafriend to Rhodes, 
As thouart enemy tothy Soueraigne. | 

Amur. ]chargethee ſay wherein,or elſe by Mahomer, 
Ie hazard dutie in my Soueraignes preſence. 

Haleb.Not for thy threats, but for my ſelfeT ſay, 

Itis not meete, that oneſo baſe as thou, _ 
Shouldſt comeabout the perſon ofa King, 

Solt. Muſt I giue aime to this preſumption ? 

Amnr. Your Highneſfe knowes, Iſpeakein dutiousloue, 

Halb, Your Highnes knowes Iſpake at your command, 
Andto the purpoſe, far from flattery. 

Amu, Thinks thou I flatter,now I flatter not, 

T her he kils Haleb. 

Soli. What diſmall Planets guides this fatall hower, 
Villaine, thy brothers grones do call for thee. 

T hen Soliman kils Amurath. 
To wander with them through eternall night. 

Amu, Oh Sclimantorlouing theel die, 

Soli, No Amurath, for murthering himthou dyeſt : 
Oh Haleb how ſhall I beginto mourne, - | 
OrhowſhallI begin to ſhedfaltteares. 

For whom no wordes nor tearescan well ſuffice, 
Ahthat my rich imperiall Diadem, 

Could faritfie thy cruell deſtinie : 

Or thata thouſand of our Turkiſh foules, 

Or twenty thouſand millious ofour foes, 


Could 


of Soliman and P erſcda, 
Cou'dranſometheefrom fell deaths tirannie, 

T o winthy life would Solimar bepoore, 

And 'me m(leruile bondageall my dayes,. 

Accu: izd Amurath,that fora worthleſſe cauſe, 

In bloud hath ſhorted our{weet Halebs dayes, 
Ahwhat is dearer bond then brotherhood, 

Yer Amiraththouwertmy brother too, 

If wiifuli folly did notblind mine eyes, 

I, I, arid thouasvertuous as Haleb; * © 

AndJ as dcare to thee as vnto Haleb, 
Andthouasneereto me as Haleb was, 
AheAmurath: why wert thouſovnkind tohim 
For vttering butathwarting word? 

And Haleb,why did not thy harts counſel, 

Bridle the fond intemperance of thy tongue ? - 

Nay wretched Solyrman,why didſ{t not thou 1 
Withhould thy hand, from heaping bloudon bloud, 
MightI not better ſpare oneioy then both, 

Iftouc of Zalebforſtmeon to wrath, 

Curſt be that wraththat isthe wayto- Jeath, 

If inftice forſt meon,curſt be that juſtice 

That makes the brother, Butcher ofhis brother, 
Come Ianifaries, and helpe metolamenr, 

And beare my joyes on either fide of me: 
J,latemy joyes, but now my laſting ſorraw, 
Thus,thus, let Soliman paſle on his way, 


Bearing in either hand his hearts wan þ ' 'Fxennt, ©---* 


Emnter Chorus: 


Loue. Now Deathand F orturic which be allvs three, 


Hath inthe AQorsſhowane the-gt cateſtpower, 
Haue not I taught Eraſtus and Perſeda, 
By mutuall tokens toleale vp theirloues ? 
Fortune,l but thoſe tokens,the Ring and Carkanet, 


Were Fortunes gifts, ore SHUesNoO gou!d or jewels.” 


Lone, Why what is iewels,or what is could but earth, 


And 


An humor knit together by compreſlion,. 


2 
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And by the worldsbright cye,2ft brought to light, 
Onely to feed mens eyes with vaine delight. 
Loues workes are more then ofa mortall temper, 
I couple minds together by conſent. | 
Who gaueRhodes Princes to the Ciprian Prince : but Love, 
For, Fortunethat firſt by chance brought them together, 
For till by Fortuneperſons meete each other, 
Thou canſtnot teach their eyes to wound their hearts. 
Loue.I made thoſe Knights of feucrall ſetand countries 
Eachone byarmesto honor his beloned, 
For: Nay onealone to honor his beloued, 
The reſtby-turning of my tickle wheele, | 
Came ſhort inreaching offaire honors marke : 


I gaue Eraſtus onely that dayes prize, 


A {weeterenowne, but mixt with bitter ſorrow : 
For in concluſion of his happines, 
Imade him looſe the pretious Carcanet, 
Whereon dependedall his hope and joy. 
Death. And more then ſo: for he thatfound thechaine, 
Euen for that Chaine ſhall be depriued of life. 
Loue. Beſides, Loxc hathinforſta foole; --- 
The fond Bragardo to preſume toarmes.. 
For, I but thou ſeeſt how he was ouerthroywne, 
By Fortunes high diſpleaſure, 
Death, I and by Death had beene ſurpriſd, 
If Fates had ginen meleaue 
But what I miſtin himandinthereſt, 
I didaccompliſh on Haleb and Amurath, 
The worthic brethren of great Solimarn, 
But wheretore ſtay wegler the ſequeleprooue, 
Whois greatelt, Fortune, Death,or Loae. Exeunt, 


Emer Ferdinando and Lucina, 

Fer, Asfits the time,ſo now well fits the place, 
To coole affetion with our woords and lookes. 
If incur thoughts beſemblance fi mpathie, \ 

Luci, My words,my lookes, my thoughts are allon thee, 


Fere 


\ 


Ferdinando 18 Lucinaes onely ioy. 
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Ferdi, What pledge thereof? 
Luci. An oath,a hand,a kiſle. 
Ferdi. O holy oath,fajre hand,and ſugred kiſfe * 
Oh never may Fernando Jack ſuch bliſle, | 
Bur ſay my deare, when ſhall the gatesof heauen ? 
Stand all wide ope for celeſtiall Gods, 
With gladlume Jookes to gaſe at Hymens robes, - 
When ſhal! the graces,or Lucinas hand, 
WithRoſi« chaplets deck thy golden treſles, 
And Cup:d bring me to thy nuptiall bed, 
Where thou mn: 10y and pleaſure muſt attend. 
A bl:\full war with me thy chicfeſt friend. 
Lucma, Full fraught with loue, and burning withdefire, 
Hong haue jongd for hg ht of Zymens lights, - 
Ferdi, Then that ſame day,whoſe warme&pleaſant fight, 
Brings in the ſpring with many gladſome flowers, 
Be our firi! day of :oy and perfect peace: 
Till when, recciue thispretious Carcanet, 
In ſigne,thatas theſe linkesarc interlaced, 
So both our hearts are ſtill combindin one, 
Which neuer can be parted but by death, 
Enter Baſiliſco and Perſeda. 
Lnci, And if live this ſhall not be forgot : 
But ſee Ferdinando where Perſeda comes, 
Whom women louefor vertue,men for bewty, 
All the world loues, none hates but cnuie, | 
Baſ, All haile brane Cauelere: God morrow Madam, 
T he faireſt ſhine that ſhall this day beſcene. 
Except Perſedas beautious excelence, 
Shame to !oues Queene,and Empreſſe of my thoughts, 
Feras, Marry thrife happy is Per/edaschance, 
To haue ſo brauea champion to hir Squire. : 
Bf. Hir Squire: her Knight,and who fo elſe denies, 
Shall feeJe the rigour of my Sword andLaunce. 
Ferai, O Sir, not I. 
Lnci, Heres none butfriends,yetletme chalengeyou, 
For 
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2ZFor gracing mewitha malignant ſtile, 
=> That[L wasfaireſt,and yet Perſeda fayrer. 


We Ladies ſtand vpon our beauties much. 
Perſe. Herein Lucinalet me buckler him. 
Baſ. Not Mars himſelfe had eare fo fairea Buckler, 
Perſe, Loue makes him blinde, ; 
And blind can judge no coulours. 
Luci,W hy then the mends 1s made, and rye ſtill friends, 
Perſe, Still friends,ſtill foes,ſhe weares my Carcanet, 
Ahfalſe Eraſtus, how am TT berraid. 
Luci. W hat ailes you madam, that your coulor changes. 
Perſe. Aſuddainequalme, 1] therefore take my leauc. 
Luci, Weelebring you home, 
Perſe. No,Iſhall ſooneget home. 
Luci, Why then farewell: Fernando lets away, 
Exeunt Ferdinando and Lucina. 
Baſ. Say worlds bright ſtarre, | 
Whence ſprings this ſuddaine change, 
Is it vnkindnes at the littlepraiſe 
I gaue Zucina with my glofing ſtile ? 
Perſe. No, no,her beautiefar ſurpaſſeth mine, 
And from my neck, herneck hath woone the praiſe. 
Baf. What is it then,if Joue ofthis my perſon, 
By fauourand by iuſticeof the heauens, 
Atlaſt haue percſt through thy tralucentbreſt, 
And thou m1{doubts, perhaps that ite proue coye, 
Ohbe aſſur'd is far from noble thoughts, 
Totyranniſeouer ayeelding foe. | 
Therefore be blithe,ſweete loue abandon feare, 
I will forget thy former crueltie, | 
Perſe, Ahfalſe Eraſtus full of treachrie. 
. Baſ.lalwaies told you that ſuch coward knights, 
V Verctaithleſlefiwaines and worthieno reſpeR, 
Burrell me {eece lone, what is his offence? 
That I with words and ſtripes may chaſtice him, 
And bring him bound for thee to tread ypon. 


Perſe, Now mult I fand the meanes to rid him hence, 
| Go 


of Soliman and Perfeda; | 
Go thoufoorthwith armethee from ha to toe, 
And come an houre hence vnto my lodging, 
Then willI tell thee this offenceat large, . 
And thou in my behalfe ſhalt workercuenge. 
Baſ. I thus thould men of yalour be imployd, 
- This is good argumentofthy trueloue, 
Igo,make reconing that Eraſtns dyes, 
Valeſſe forewarnd,the weakoning coward flies, 
| E, Exit Baliliſco. ' 
Per. Thou fooliſh coward flies. Eraſtusliues, 
The tayreſt ſhape, but fowleſt minded man, 
That ereſunneſaw within our hemyſpheare, 
My tongue to tell my woes isall to weake, 
I muſt vaclaſpe me,or my heart will breake 2 
But inward cares arc molt pent in with greefe, 
Vaclaſping therefore yeeldes meno releefe, 
Ah that my moyſtand cloud compacted braine, 
Could ſpend my cares in ſhowers of weeping raine. 
But ſcalding fizhes hike blaſts ofboyſterous windes, 
Hinder my teares from falling on the ground, 
And I muſt dieby doſure of my wound, 
Ahfalſe Ereftus,how had L mildoone, 
T hatthou ſhouldſt quitmy loue with ſuchaſcorne; 
 !EnterFraſtus, | 
Herecomes the Synon to my Gmple hart, 
Ile frame my ſelfe to his diſſembling art. = 
Eraft. Deſire perfivadesme on,teare puls me back 
Tuth I will to her. innocenceisbould, . .. 
How fares Perſedamy {weete ſecond ſelfe? 
Perſe, Well, now Eraſtus my hearts onely ioy 
Is come to ioyne both hearts1n vnion, _ -- 
Eraſt. And tillI came whereas my loue did dwell, 
My pleaſure was but paine,my ſolacewoe, 
Per, What loue meancs my Eraſtus,praythee tell? 
Eraſt, Matchleſle Perſeda,ſhe that gaue me ſtrengths - 
To winlate conqueſt from many vi&ors hands, 
Thy name was conquerour,not my chiualric: 
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Thy lookes did arme me,not my coate of ſteele, 
Thy beautie did defend me, not my force. 
Thy fauours bore me, not my light foote Steed, 
Therefore to thee I owe bothlone and life. 
But wherefore makes Perſedaſncha doubt, 
As if Eraſtus could forget himſelfe: 
Which if I do,all vengeancelight on me. 

Perſe. Aye me, how. graceleſſcare theſe wicked men? 
I can no longer hould my patience. 
Ah how thine eyes canforgealluring lookes, 
And faine deepe oathes to woundpoorefillic maides, 
Are there no honeſt drops in all thy cheekes, - 
To cheek thy fraudfull countenance withabluſh : 3 
Calſt thou me loue,and toueſtanother better, 
If heauenswere uſt, thy teeth would teare thy tongue, 
; Forthis thy periurde falſediſloialtie, . | 
If heauens wereinſt,men ſhould haue open breſts, 
That we therein mightreadtheirguileful[thoughts, 
If heauens were tuſt,that power that forcethloue, 
Would neuer couple Wooknesand Lambestogether, 
Yes, heauensareiuft; but thou art ſo corrupr, 
T hatin thee, all their influence dooth change, 
As inthe Spider goodthings tyrne to poyſon. 
Ah falſe Eraſtus, how.had I miſfdone? _ 
T hat thou ſhouldRpawne my trucaffeions pledge, 
To her whole worth will neuer equall mine, 
What 1s Lncimraeswealthexceeding mine? 
Yet mine ſufficient to'encounter thine. 
Is ſhe morefaire then? thats notmy faulr, 
Nor her deſart? whars beauty buta blaſt 2 
Soone cropt withage,or with infirmities, 
Is ſhe more wiſe? heryeares are morethen-mine, 
What ereſhebe my loue was morethenhers, 
And for her chaſtitieletothers iudge. 
Butwhat talkel ofher ?thefault is thine, 
IfTwereſodiſgratious 1n thine eye, 
titatihe muſtneedes intoy my intereſt, 


why 


of Soliman and Perſeda. 
Why didſtthou deck her with my ornament? 
Could nothing ſerucher but the Carcanet ? 
Which as my life I gaue to theein charge, 
Couldſtthou abuſe my true fimplicitie ? 
Whoſe greateſt fault wasouer louing thee, 
Ile keepeno tokens of thy periury. 
 Heere giuc her this, Perſeda now is free, 
Andall my former Jouc isturna to hate. 
Eraſt. Ahſtay my ſweete Perſedsheare me ſpeake, 
Perſe, What are thy words ? but Syrens guiletull ſongs: 
Thatpleaſe the eare,bur ſecke to ſpoiletheheart, 
Eriſt.Then view my teares,that plead for innocence, 
Perſe. V Vhatarethy teares? but Circes magike ſeas, 
V Vhere none ſcape wrackt, but blindtould Marriners, 
Eraſt.1f words & teares diſpleaſe, then view ny lookes, 
That plead for mercy at thy rigorous hands. = 
Perſe, V Vhat are thy lookes ? but like the Cockatrice, 
That ſeckes to wound poore filly paſſengers. 
Eraſt. If words, nor teares,nor Jookes,may win remorſe, 
VVhat then remainesfor my perplexed heart ? 
Hath no interpreters but words,or teares,or lookes, 
Perſe. And theyareallas falſeas thou thy ſelfe, 
hy Exit Perſeda, 
Eraſt. Hard doome of death before my caſe be knowne, 
My indge vniuſt,andyet I cannot blame her, | 
| Since Loueandicaloufic miſlead her thus. 
My ſelfe in fault, and yet not worthie blame, | 
Becauſe that Fortune made the fault,not Loue, 
The ground ofher vakindnes growes,becaule I lolt 
ThepretiousCarcanet ſhe gaue to me : 
Lucia hath it,as her words import, | 
But how ſhe gorit,heauens knowes, not I, 
Yer this is ſomealeagement to my ſorrow, 
That ifT can but get the Chaineagaine, 
I bouldly then ſhalller Perjeda know, 
That ſhe hath wrongd Er:/?usand her frend : 
Ah Louc,and ifthou beeſ[t ofheauenty power, 
4 Infpire 
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Inſpire me with ſome preſent ſtratagem, 

It muſt be ſo, Lucinas afranke Gaimiſter, 

And like itis, in plaie ſheele hazardir, 

For if report but blaſen heraright, 

Shcesa frankegaimſter,andinclinde toplay, Ho P:ifton? 

| Enter Piſton, 
DP: Heere fir, what would you with me, 
Era,Defire Guelpio & fignior Julio come ſpeake with me 

Andbidthem bring ſome ſtore of crownes with them, 

And firra,prouide me foure Viſards, 

Foure Gownes,a boxe, anda Drumme, 

ForT intend to.goin mummery, 
Pit, Twill fir. Exit Piſton. 
Eraſt. Ahvertuous Lampes of enerturning heauens, 

Tncline her minde to play,and mine to win, 

Nor doI couetbut what is mine owne, 

Then ſhallIletPerſedavaderſtand, 

How iecalouſie hadarmd hertongue with malice, 

Ah were ſhenot Perſeds whom my heart, 

No more canflie,then iron can Adamant, 

Her late ynkindnes would hane chaunged my minde. 

Enter Guelpio and Julio and Piſton, + 

Guelp, How now Eraſtus, wherein may wepleaſure thee? 
Eraft.Sirs thusit is, we muſt in mummerie, 

Vato Lacira,neither for loue nor hate, 

But if we can, to win the chaine ſhe weares, 

For though I haue ſomeintereſt therein, 

Fortune may make me maiſter of mine owne, 

Rather thenile ſeekeiuſtice gainſt the Dame, 

But this aſrure your ſelues it muſt be mine, 

By game,or change, by one deuiſeor other, 

Thereſt ile tell you when our ſport is doone. 
Tulio, V Vhy then lets make ysready andabout it, 
Eraſt.V V hatſtore of Crownes haue you brought? 
Gael, Fearenot for money man, ile beare the Boxe, 
[ilio, I haue ſomelittle rephe, ifneede require. 

 Pifi.lbutheare you Maiſter, was not heafoole? 


That 


of Solimanand Perſeds. 
That went to ſhoote, and left his arrowes behinde him. 
Eraſt. Y es, but what of that 2 | 
*Pift, Mary that you may looſe yourmoney, * - 
And go without the chaine,vnleſle you carriefalſe dice. 
Guel, Mas the foole fayes truc,lets haue ſome got. 
Piſt, Nay I vſe not to go withouta paire of falſe Dice. 
Heerearetallmen andlittle men. 
Iuko. Hie menand low men,thou wouldſt fay. 
Eraft. Come firs lets go, Drumſlerpray for me, 
Andilereward thee : and firra P:/trn, 
Mar not our ſport withyour foolery. 
Pi. I warrant you fir,they getnot one wiſe word of me, 
Sound vp the Drum to Lucinacsdoore, 
Enter Lucina: 
Luci. ] marrie,this ſhowes rhat Charlemanis come, 
| What ſhall weplay heere?content, 
Since Signior Ferdinand will haue it fo. 
T hen they play,and when ſhe hath loſt hergold,Eraſtus 
pointed ro her Chame,and then ſhe ſayd: 
I were it Cleopatraes vnion : 
' Then Eraſtus winneth the Chaine,and looſeth his gonld, 
eAndLucina ſates, 
Stenior Fernando,T am ſure tis you, - 
And Gent]emen,vnmagke ere you depart, 
That I may know to whom my thankes is due, 
For this ſo courteous and vnlookt for ſport : 
No wilt notbe,then ſup with meto morrow, 
Wecllthenile looke for you,till then farewell, 
| Exit Lucina. 
Eraſt,Gentlemen,each thing hath ſorted to our with, 
She tooke metor Fernando, markt you that : 
Your gould ſhall be repairde with double thankes, 
And fellow Drumfler,ile reward you well, 
Pift.Butis thereno reward for my falle dice ? 
Eraſt, Yesftr,a gardedſute from top to toe. 
' Enter Ferdinando. 
Ferdi Daſell mine eyes,or iſt Lucinas chaine, 
D ; Falſe 


TheT ragedie 


What pleaſurc haſt thou in my miſcrie? | 
Waſtnotenough when TI had loſt the Chaine, 
Thou did{tbereaue me of my deareſtloue, 
But now when Iſhouldrepoſeſſe theſame, 
Tocroſle me with this hapleſſe accedent: | 
Ahifbut timeand place would giuemelcaue, 
Great caſe 1t were for me to purge my ſelfe, 
And to acuſefell Fortune, Loueand Dearth. 

For all theſe three conſpire my tragedie, 

But danger waites vppon my wordsand ſteps, 
I darcnot tay, forit the Gouernour 

Surpriſe me heere,I die by marſhall law, 
Therefore I go, But whether ſhall I go ? 
Itinto any ſtay adioyning Rhodes, 

They will betray me to Pbyllippos hands, 
Forloue, or gaine, or flatterie. 

To Turkic muſt I go,the paſſage ſhort, 

The people warlike,and the kingrenownd, 
For all heroyicall and kinely vertues, 
Ahhardattempt,to tempt a focfor ayde, 
Neceſlitie yet ſayes it muſt beſo, 

Orlſuffer death for Ferdinandos death ; 

Whom honors title forſt me to miſdoe, 

By checking his outragious inſolence. 

P:fton, heere take this chaine,and ciueit to Perſeda, 
And let her know what hath befallea me, 


When thou haſt deliuercd it,take ſhip and follow me, 
| I will 


of Soliman and Perſeds. 
I will bein Conſtantinople. 
Farewell my countrie dearer then my life; | 
Farewell fweete friends, dearer then countrey ſoyle, 
Farewell Perfeda,deareſt of them all, 
Dearer to me;then all the world beſides. 
Exit Eraftus. 

Pf}, Now amT growing intoadoubtfullagonie 
What1 were beſt to do,to runaway with this Chaine, 
Or deliuer it,and follow my maiſter. 7 
If I deliver it and follow my maiſter, Iſhallhauethanks, 
\ But they will make mencyer the fatter, 
IfI runaway withit, I may liue ypon credit 
All the whuleI weare this chaine, 
Or dominere with the money whenT haueſold it, 
Hetherto all goes well, but if I be taken,  _ 
I marryfir,thenthe caſe isaltered,I and haltered to, 
Of all things I do notloue topreach ; 
With a haulterabout my neck, 
Therforefor this once,jJe be honeſt againſtmy will, 
Perſeda ſhall hauc it, but beforcl go,ilebeſo bolde _ 
As to dine into this Gentlemans pocket, for goodluck ſake, 
 Ifhe deny me not: how ſay you fir,are you content? 
A plaine caſe, Qui tacer confitiri viderur. 


. Enter Phylippo and ulio. 

Tulio, See where hisbodylyes. 

Philip. I,I, {ec his body all to ſoone, 
What batbarous villame iſt thatriffes him, 
Ah Ferdinand;the ſtay of my oldage,. 
And cheefe remainder of our progenie, 
Ahlouing couſen how art thou miſdone, 
By falſe Eraſius, ahno by treacherie, 
For well thy valour hath beene often tride, 
But whil{t 1 ftand and weepe,and ſpendthetime 
In fraitleſſe plamts,the murtherer will eſcape, - 
VVithout reuenge,ſolefalue for ſucha fore, 
Say villaine,wherefore did{ithou rifle him? 
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Pf}. Faith fir for pure good will, 
Secing he wasgoing towardsheauen, , 
Ithoughtto ſee,ifhehad apaſport to S, Nicholaz.+rno, 
Philip.Some ſot heſeemes tobe, twere pittic to hurt him: 
Sirra canſt thou tell who ſlew this man? 
Piſt. 1fir very well, it was my maiſter Eraſtus, 
Philp. Thy maiſter,and whetheris he gone now? 
Pi. To fetchthe Sexten to burie him I thinke. 
Phil.T werepitticto impriſonſucha ſor, I, 
P;/.Now itfits my wiſdome to counterfeit the foole. 
Phil.Come hether firra,thou knoweſt me 
For the Gouernour of the cittie, dooftthou not? 
Pilt, Iforlooth fir. © .. LE | 
Ph:l.Thou arta bondman, and wouldſt faine be free? 
Pf. T forfooth fir, © | 3 
Ph:l. Then do but this, and 1will makethee free, 
And rich withall,learne where Erafinus is, 
And bring me word, andilereward thee well. 
P;/.Fhar Twill fir,l ſhallfinde youat the Caſtle, ſhalll 
Phil. Yes. (not? 
Pt. Why ile behere,asſoone aseuer I comeagaine, . 
£1 | Exit Piſton. 
— Phi]. Butrfor aſſurance that he maynot ſcape, 
VVeelelay the ports and hauens round about, 
Andleta proclamationſtraight be made, 
That he that can briog faorththemurtherer, 
Shall haue three thouſand Duckets for his paines, 


My ſelfe will ſee thebody borne fromhence, : 
And honored with Balmeand funerall, Exit. 
Enter Piſton, | 


Pif#.God ſends fortune to fooles. 
Did you euerſce wiſe man. eſcapeas Thaue done, , 
I muſt betraic my nuilter: / but when can youtellz 
_ EnterPetrſeda. 
See where Perſeda comes,to ſaue mealabour. 
 Aftermy moſt hearty commendations, , 
This is tolet you vaderſtand, 


That 
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of Solimas and Perſeda, 
That my maiſter was in good health at the ſending hereof, 
Yours for euer and euerandeuer. 
In moſt humble wiſe Piftor. 
T hen he delinered her the Chaine. 
Perſe. This makes me thinke that I haue been to craell, 
How got he this from of Luciasarme? 
Py}. Faith ina mummery,and a paize of falſe dice, 
I wasone of the mummers my ſelfe, fimpleas I ſtand here, 
Perſe, I rather thinke it coſt him very deare. 
Pift. ] ſoit did, forit coſt Ferdimando his lite, 
Perſe, How lo ? 
Pyſt. After we had got thechaineinmummery, 
Andloſtourboxin counter cambio, | 
My maiſter wore thechaine about his necke, 
Then Ferdinando met vs on the way, | 
And reuild my maiſter, ſaying he ſtole the chaine, 
With that they drew, & there ' Ferdinando had the prick2do. 
'_ Perſe, And whether fled my poore Ereftus then ? 
Diſt. To Conſtantinople whether] muſt tollow him, 
But ere he went,with many ſighes and teares, | 
He deliuered me the chaine, and bad me giue it you, 
For:perfe& argument that he was true, 
And you too ctedulous. 
Perſe. Ah ſtay, no more,for /can heere nomore. 
Piff. And Ican ting no more. 
Perſe,Nly hart had armd my tongue with injury, 
Towrong my friend, whoſe thoughts were euertruc, 
At poore > Eraſtus how thy ſtarres maling- 
Thou great commander of the ſwift wingd winds, 
And dreadfull Neptune bring him backe-: againe, 
Byt Eolus and Neptune let him 0, 
For heere isnothing but reucnge and death, 
Then let him go,jle ſhortly follow him, 
Not with flow fates, but withloues gou'den winges, 
My thip ſhall be borne with: cares,and blowne with Hoes 
So will I ſoare about the Turkiſhland, 
Varill I meete Eraſtns my ſweete freend, 


And. 
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 Avrdthen and there,fall downe amid hisarmes, 
And in his bolome there power foorth my ſoule, 
For ſatiſfationot my treſpalle paſt. 
| Enter Baſtliſco,armat, 
Baſs. Faire Loue,according vnto thy commaund, 
Tſccke Eraftus and will combate him. | 
Perſe. lſecke him,findehim, bring him to my fight, 
For till we meete,my hartſhall want delight. 
. Exit Perſeda, 
Baſi, My petty fellow, where haſt thou hid thy maiſter, 
Pf, Marnie firinan Armorours ſhop, 
 Whereyou hadnotbeſt go to him. 
Baſi, Why ſo,l am in honour bound tacombat him, 
P:4.I fir, but heknowing your fierce conditions, 
Hath planteda double cannon in the doore, 
Ready to diſcharge 1t vppon you, when you go by, 
{ rei] youfor pure good will, 
Baſi.In Knightly curtefie,I thanke thee, 
But hopes the coyſtrell to eſcape meſo, 
Thinkes he bare cannon ſhot can keepe me back: 
W hy wherfore ſerues my targe of proofe, but for the bullet 
That once put by, [ roughly come ypon him, 
Like to the wings of lightning fromaboue, 
I witha martiall looke aſtoniſh him, 
Then fals he downe poore wretch vpon his knee, 
Andall to late, repents his ſurquedry. 
7 hen do] take him on my fingers point, 
And thus {beare him thorough euery ſtreete, 
TobeaJaughing ſtock to all the towne, 
That done,[ lay him at my miſtres feete, 
For her to giue him doomeoflife or death, 
 P/. I butheere you fir, I am bound 
In paine of my maiſters difpleaſure, 
To line about at cuftes,afore you and Tpart, 
Be«fiHa,ha,ha,Fagles are chalengedby paltry flyes, 
Thy toily giues thee priuiledge,begon,begon, | 
P/f.No,no fir, ] muſt haueabout with you fir thats flat, 
| Leaſt 


» 
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of Soliman and Perſeda. 
Tone ſo vertuous, 
Leaſt my maiſter turne me ourof ſeruice. 
Baſi. Why,art thou wearie of thy life? 
P:/#. No by my faith fir. 
Baſs. Then fetch thy weapons,and with my fine!lc faſt, 
Ilecombatthee,my body all vaarmd. 
P;/#.Why lend me thine,and ſaue me alabour. 
Baſs. Ittell thee, if Alcidesliued this day, 
He could not weild my weapons. 
P:/t.Why wilt thou ſlay till Icome againe? 
Baſs. I vpon my honour. 
P:/#. That ſhall be when I come from Turkey. Exit Piſt, 
Baſs, Is this little deſperate fellow gon, © 
Doubtleſſe he isa very tall fellow, 
And yetit were diſgrace to all my chiualrie, 
To combate one ſo baſe: 
Ile ſend ſome Crane to combate withthe Pigmewy, 
* Not that I fearc, but that 1 ſcorne to fight, Exit Baſilif, 


Enter Chorus. 

Zone. Fortunethou madeſt Fernando finde the chaine, 
But yet by Loves inſtruftion he was taughr, 
To make a preſent of it to his Miſtris, 

For.But Fortune would notlet her keepei it long, 

Lone.Nay rather Loue, by whoſe fuggifted pow &r, 
Eraſtus v(deſuch dice,as being falſe, 

Rannot by Portune,but necelhtie. 

Fort, Meane time I brought Fernando on the way, 
To ſceand chalenge what Lacinalols. 

Death, Andbythut chalengeIabridgde his life, 
And forſt Eraſtus into baniſhment, 

Parting himfrom hisloue,in ſpight of Love, 

Lone.But with my goulden winges i! !efollow him, 
And giue himaideand ſucconr in Ifirefle. 

' Fort. And doubtnort to, but Forrane will bethere, 
And crofle him too,and ſometimes flatter 1:im, 


Andlifthim vp,and throw him downe againe, , 
E 2 Dean, 


| . © TheTrageate | 
Death, Andhereandthere1n ambuſh Death will ſtand, 
To marre what Zoue or Fortune takes in hand, Exeunt. 71 


Enter Solyman andBruſor, with faniſaries., | 

Soly. How tons thall Solaman ſpend histime, 
And waſte his dayesin fruitleſſeobl{equies, þ 
Adsbut a trouble to my brothers ghoſt: | 


Perhaps my greefeand long continuall moane, 
Which but tor me would now haue tooke their reſk, 
Then farewell forrow,and now reuenge draw neerc. 
In controuerſie touching the lie of Rhodes, | 
My brothers dyde,on Rhodes ile hereuengd, | 
Now tell me Bryfor whats thenewes atRhodes? | 
Hath theyong princeof (pris married 

Cornelia, daughter to theGouecrnour, 

Bru, He hath my Lord, with the greateſt pompe, 
That ere I ſaw at fuch afeſtmall, 

Sobs.W hat greater thenat our coronation? 

Bru. Tnferiour to that onely. 

Soli, Attilt, who woonethe honor of the day ? 

Bru, A worthie Knight of Rhodes,a matchleſfe man, 
His name Erſtrs, not tweatic yeares of age, 
| Not tall,but well proportioned in his lims, | 

I neuer ſaw, except your excellence, = 
Aman wholeprelence more delighted me, 
And kad he worſhipt Mahomet for Chriſt, 
Hemizht haue borne me throughoutall the world, 
So well T lonedand honoured the man. 

Soli. T hele praiſes Bruſor touch me to the heart, : 
Ard makes me wiſh that I had beene at Rhodes, 
Voderthe habit of fome errant knight, 

Bothto haue ſeene and tride his valour, 

Brufor.Y outhould have ſeene him foileand ouerthrow, 
A'l the Knights that thereincountred him. 
$44, What crehebe, cuen for his vertues ſake, 

] «1th that fortune of our holy wars, 
Would yee)dimm prifoner vuto Solamar: 


That 


of Soliman ava Perſeda. 

We may our ſelues befamdfor vertues, 

But let himpaſſe,and Brufor tell me now... 

How did the Chriftians vſe onrKnights ? 
Bru, As if that-we and they had beene onſeR, 
Soli,What think(t thou of their vatour and demeanor? - 

þ . Bru, Braue men at armes, and friendly out of armes, 

| Courteous in peace,in battell dangerous, 3 


| 


Kindeto their foes,and liberall to theirfriends, 
\ Andallinall,their deedes heroical. + . 
| Sali, Then tell me Bruſor, howis Rhodes fenſt, - 
| For eyther Rhodes ſhall bebraue Solymans, 
| | Orcoſtme more braueSouldiers _ - 
| Then al] that He will beare. | 
Bruſor, Their fleete tsweake : * 
| Their horſle, I'deeme them fiftie thouſand firong, 
Their footemen more, well exerciſed in war, 
Andasitſeemes,they wantno needfull virraile. 
* Sei, How euerRhodes be fencd by ſfeaor land, 
It eyther ſhall be mine,or burte me: 
Emer Eraſtus, 
Whats he that thus bouldly enters mn? 
His habite argues him aChriftian, | | 
Eraſt.T worthic Lordaforlorne Chriftian, 
Sol, T ell me man, what madnes broughtthee hether? 
Eraſt. Thy vertuousfame,and mineowne miſerie. 
Soli, What miſerie2ſpeake,for though you Chriſtians, 
Account our Turkiſh race but barbarous, | 
Yet haue weearesto hearea juſt complaint, 
And iuſtice to defend the innocent, 
AndJpitie,to ſuchasareinpouertie, 
Andliberall hands to ſuch as merit bountie, 
Bru, My gratious Soucraigne,as this Knight, 
Seecmesby greefetyed to ſilence, 
So his deſerts binds meto ſpeake forhim. 
This is Eraſtus the Rhodian worthie, 
- Theflowerofchiualric and curteſte, 
| Soli. Is this the man that thou haſtſo deſcribde ? 
.= = Stand 
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Stand yp faire knight,that what myheart deſires, 
Mine eyes may viewwithpleaſnre and delight, 
Thisface of thineſhould harbour no deceit. 
Eraſtusilenot'yet vree to know the caule, 


That brought thee hether; :/ | 50143 1) 
Leaſt with the diſcourſe, thou ſhouldſt afflift 
Andcroſlethe fulnes of my ioyfull paſſion, - 

: But that weare aſſurde, abs? 
Heauens brought thee hether for our benefit, 


Know thou that Rhodes,norall that Rhodes contain 


Shall win thee from the fide of Solimar, 
Ifwe but finde thee well inclind to vs. 

Eraſt.Ifany ignoble or diſhonourable thoughts, 
Should dare attempt;or but creepenecre my heart: 
Honour ſhould force diſdaine to roote 1t out, 
As ayrebred Eagles;ifthey once perceiue, | 
That oy of their broode butcloſe their fight, 


thy ſelfe; 


cs, 


When they ſhould gale againſt the gloriqus Sunne, 


They ſtraight way ſeaſe ypon him with their'talents, 
That onthe.carth it may yatime)y die, 
For looking but a ſcue at heauens bright eye. 

Soli, Eraſtus, to make thee well aſſurde, 
How well thy ſpeach and preſents liketh vs, 
Aske what thou wilt,it ſhall be eraunted thee. 
Eraſt. Then this my gratious Lord isalll craue, 
That being bagiſht from my natiueſoile, 
I may hauelibertie to livea Chriſtian, 

Soly.l that,or any thing thou ſhalt defire, 
Thou thalrt be Captaine of our Ianifaries, 
Andin our counſell ſhalt thou fit with ys, 
And be great Szl:man; adopted freend. 

Eraſt, Thelcaſt af theſe ſurpaſſe my beſt deſart, 
Voleſletrucloyaltie may ſeeme deſart, 

Soli, Eraſtus,now thou haſt obtaind thy boone, 
Denie not Solmar this owne requeſt]; 
A vertuous enuie pricks me with deſire, 
Totriethy valour,ſay artthou content ? 


» 
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Ereft. 


of Sohiman amd? exſeas. 
Eraft.1, if my Soucraigne ay content. I yecld. 
Soli, Then gue vs Swords ahd Ty | 
And now Eraſtusthinke me thine encmie, 
Burt cuerafter thy continuall friend, 
And ſpare me not, for then thou wrongſtmy Ho 
T hen they fight and Eraſtus oercomes Solyman, 
Y Nay, nay Erzſus, throw not downe thy more 
Asitthy force didfaile,itis enough 
Thar thou haſt conquered Sol:wan by ſiren gth, 
By curteſic let Soliman conquer thee. 
And nowfromarmes to counſell fir thee downe? 
| Betorethy comming I vowd to conquer Rhodes, | 
| Say wilt thou beour rL.cjutcnantthere, 
And further vsin manage of theſe wars? 
Eraſt. My gratious Soueraigne, without preſumption, - 
If poore Eraſtrs may once more intreat, 
Let not great So/zmans commaund, 
To whole beheſt Ivowe obedience, 
Inforce me ſheath my ſlaughtering blade, 
In the deere bowels of my countrimen: 
And were it not that Sol;man hath ſworne, 
My teares ſhould plead for pardon to that place: 
Iſpeake not this to{hrinkeaway for feare, 
| Or hide my head in time of dangerous ſtormes, 
Imploy meelſ{e where inthy forraine wars, 
Againſtthe Perftansorthe barbarous Moore, 
Era/tus will be formoſt inthe battell. 
Sali. Why fauourſt thou thy countrimenſo much, 
| By whole crueltic thouart exylde? 
yl | Eraſt. Tis not my countrey,but Phylippos wrath, 
Tt muſt be tonld, for Ferdinandes death, 
Whom Tin honours cauſe haue teft of life, 
Syl:.Nor ſuffer this or that to trouble thee, 
Thou ſhaltnot neede Phylipponor his Ile, 
Nor ſhalt thou war againſt thy Countrimen, 
_ | Tikethyvertucin retuſi rg it, 
' | Butthatouroath may haue his currant ccurſe, 


— 
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Brufor, goelevie men, 13 
 Preparcafleete,to affinltand conquer Rhodes, 
-Meane time Erafkus and TI will ſtrine, 
By mutuall kindnesto excell each other. 
Bruſor be gon,and ſeenot Soliman, 


And now Eraſtus come and follow me. | 
| Where thou ſhalt ſee what pleaſutes and what ſports, 
:/..» | cn My Minionsand my Euenukes can deuiſe, 
| |: 6d To driucaway this melancholly moode« Exit Solan, 
4 PL xt 1) 14 gov? | | Enter Piſton, 
EE. P:/#. Oh maiſter, ſee wherelI am, | 
"PT - Eraft.Say Piſton whatsthenewes atRhodes, 
P:/?. Colde and comfortleſſe for you, 
Will you haue them allat once ? 
Eraſtus. I. | 
Psft.Why the Gouernour will hang you & he catch you. 
Ferdinando is buried , your friends commend them to you: 
Perſeda hath the chaine,and is like to die for ſorrow, 
Er2ft. I thats the greefe,that we are parted thus, 
Come follow me and TI will hearethe reſt, | 
 Fornow I muſtatrendthe Emperour, Exennt. 


Enter Perſeda,Lucina, nd Bafiliſco. 
Perſe. Accurſed Chaine, vnfortunate Per/eas. 
Luci, Accurſed Chaine,vnforrunate L«cina, 
My friend is gone,audI am deſolate. 
Perſe.My friend is gone,and Iam deſolate, 
\ Returne him backe faireſtarresor let me die. 
— Zuc,Returnehim back faire heauens,or let me die, 
For what was he but comfortof my life ? 
Perſe, For what was he but comfort of my life? 
But why wasl1 ſo carefull of the Chaine. 
Luce.But why wasl fo careleſſe of thie chaine; 
HadlI not loſt it, my friend had not beene ſlaine. 
Perſe. Had I notaskrt ic,myfriend had not departed, 
His parting is my death. F; 
| Lucs. 


Fill thon haſt brought Rhodes inſubieRion, Ex Bruſor, : 
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| of Soliman and Perſeda. 
Luci,His deaths my liues departing, = 
And here my tongue dooth ſtay , with ſwolnehatts greefe, 
Per. And here my ſwolne harts'greet doth ſtay my tongue. 
Baſi.For whom weepe you ? 
Luci.Ah,for Fernanaos dyitig. 
Baſs. For whom mourne you? _ 
Perſe. Ah, tor-Eraſtus flying, 
Baſi. Why Lady is not Boſihſco here ? 
Why Lady doothnot Bfiliſcoligc? 
Am not TI worth boththeſe for whom you mourne: 
Then takeone halfe of me,and ceale to weepe, 
Orif you gladly would'iinioy me both, 
Ile ſerue the one by day,the other by night, 
AndIwill pay youboth your ſound delight; 
Luci, Ahhow vopleafanris mirthro' melancholy, 
Perſe, My heart isfull,] cannotlaughattollie, 
: E xenm Ladies. 
_ Baſs. See,fee, Lucina hates melike a'Toade, 
Becauſe that when Eraſtus ſpake my name, 
_Herloue Fernandodied at theſame,” 


*.zS0 dreadfullis our name to cowerdice. 


On the other fide, Perſedatakesit vnkindly, | 
That erc he went I brought not bound ynto her, 
Eraſtus thatfaint hearted run away: 
Alaſſe how could I, for his man no ſooner 
Informd him,thatIſoughthim ypand downe,. 
But he was gon in twinckling of an eye: n 
But 7 will abertnydeitivgs loue, | 
For well I wot,though ſhe deſemblethns, *'. 
Andcloake affeftion with hir modeſtic, nf Lg 
With loue of me herthoughtsare ouer gone, 
More than was Phillis with hir Demophon, '_ Exit, 
Enter Philippo, the Princeof Cipris,with = 
: 4 - other Soutcionrs, os - | 
Ph1il.Braue prince of Cipris; andour ſonne inlaw, 
Now there 1s ittle time to ftand and talke;, EO 
T he Turkes haue paſt our Gallies amd are landed, | 
| | F | You 
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Youwith ſome menatannes ſhall take the Tower, 
I withthereſt will downe vnto the ſtrane: 
Itwebe beaten back weelecometo you, 
And herein ſpighrof damined Turkes, weelecaine 
A elorious death or famous viRorie, "I'M 

Cyp. Aboutit then. -. ._ . -- Exennt. 

| Enter Bruſor,and bis Souldiers, | 
Bru. Dram ſounda parle tothe Citttzens. 
T he Princeof Cypres on the Walles. 

Cyp.What parle crauesthe Turkiſhatour hands, 

Bru,We come with mightic Solimans commaund, 
Monarch and mightie Emperorofthe world, 
From Eaſt to Weaſt;from South, to Septentrion, 
If xoureſiſt,expe& what warreaffordes, 
Miſchiefe,mmrther, bloud,and extremitie, 
What wilt thou yeeld and tric our clemencic2 
Say /,orno;for weareperemtorie. 

Cyp.Your Lord viurps inal] that hepoſeſſeth, 
And that greatGod which we dotruly worſhip, 
Shall ſtrengthen vs againſt your infolence. 

Bru. Now if thou plead for mercie, tis tolate: 
Come fellow Souldiers,letys tothe breach,  _ * 
Thats made alrcady on theother fide._Exeunt,to the batel. 

; | .Phylippo ard Ciprisare both ſlaine« 


Enter Pruſor, with Souldigrs, havingGuelpio, Iulio,and 
Baſifiſco, with Perſeda and Lucina priſoners. 
Bru, Now Rhodes is yoakt,and ſtoopes to Solimar, 
There lies the Gouecrnour,and there hisſonne: . 
Now lettheir ſoulestell{orrie tidingstotheir anceſtors, 
What millions af men oppreſt with ruine and ſcath, 
The Turk#h armies didinChnſtendome, - 
What ſay theſe priſoners, will they turne;Turke, or no? 
Jalto, Firſt Julio wall dic ten thouſand deathe. 
Guel, Ang Gueipio, rather then denic his Chrilt; | 
Bru: Thea ſtab theſhaues,and ſend their ſoules to hell. 
1 bey ftsb Iulio zzd Guelpio, 
Baſt. 


of Solmanand Perſeda. 

Baſ. Tturne,T turne,oh ſane my life I turne. 

Bru. Forbeare to hurthim : when we landin Turkie 
Heſhall be circumciſed and haue his rites. | 

8 af. Thinke youT turne Turque, 

For feare of ſeruile death thats but aſport, 

I faith Grno: : | 

Tis for Perſeda whomT lone ſowell, | 
That] would follow her,though ſhe wentto hell. 

Bru, Now for theſe Ladies: theirliues priuiledge 

Hangs on their beautie,they ſhall be preſerued, 
. Tobepreſented to great Soliman, | 
The greateſt honour Fortune could affoord, 
Perſe, The moſt diſhonour that could ere befall. Exerar. 
Enter Chorus. 
Lou\Now Fortune,what haſt thou done in thislaterpaſſage 
For, I plaſt Eraſtus in the fauour, 
Of Solyman the Turkith Emperour. 

Lone. Nay that was Love,for I coucht my ſelfs 
In poore Eraſtus eyes,and with alooke 
Oreſpred with teares, bewitched Solyman, 

Beſide I fat on valiant Bryfors tongue, 

To euide the praiſesof the herodian knight. 
Then inthe Ladies paſſions, I ſhowed my power, 
Andlaſtly Lowe made Baſiliſcos tougue, 

To countercheck his hart by turning Turke, 
And ſaue hislife,inſpizht of deaths deſpighr. 

Dearth How chanceit then,that Lozeand Fortznes power 
Could neither faue Philippo nor his ſonne, /- 
Nor G«e:/p:o, nor f1gnjor [ulo, 

Norreſcue Rhodes from outthe hands of Death. 
For, Why Bruſors viftorie was Fortunes cift, 
Death.But had I flept, his conqueſt had beene ſmall. 
Lowe. Wherfore ſtay we,thers more behind,whick proves 
T hat though Loze winke,Lozes not ſtarke blinde, Execunr 


Enter Frafſlus and Piſton, 


Pift, Faith nuiſter, me thinks you are yayile, 
| 2 - © Phat 
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Thar you weare nat the high Sugerloafe hat, 
Andthe gilded gowne the Emperour gaue you, 
Eraſt.Peace foole,alable weedefits diſcontent, Away, be 
P:ſt. Ile go prouide your ſupper, (gon, 
A thoulder of mutton and neuer a Saller. Exit Piſton, 
Eraſt. | muſt confeſle that Solyman is kinde, | 
Paſt all compare,and more then my delart, 
But what helps gay garments,when the minds vpreſt, 
What pleaſeth the eye, when the ſence is altered, 
My heart isouerwhelmd withthouſand woes, 
And melancholicleades my foule in truumphe, 
No meruaile then if T haue little minde, 
Ofrich imbroderieor coſtly ornaments, 
Of honors titles,or of wealth,or gaine, 
Of muſick, viands,or of dainty dames, 
No,no,my hope full longagoe was loſt, 
And Rhodes itſelfe is loſt,or els deſtroyde, 
If not deſtroide, yet boundand captiuate, 
If captiuate,then forſt from holy faith : 
If forſt from faith, for cuer miſerable, 
For what is miſery, but want of God, 
AndGadisloſt,iffaith be oucrthrowne. 
Enter Solyman. 
Solim.Why how now Eraſtus,alwaies in thy dumpes ? 
Still in black habitefitting funeral] 2 
Cannor my loue perſwade thee from this moode, 
Norall my faire intreats and blandiſhments, 
Wert thou my friend, thy minde would umpe with mine, 
For whatarefreends,but one mindein two bodies. | 
Perhaps thon doubts my fricndſhipsconſtancie, 
Then dooſt thou wrong the meaſure of myloue, 
Whicihath no meaſure,andſhall ncuer end, 
Come Eraſzus fit thee downe by me, 
Aud ileimpart to thee our Bruſorsnewes, 
Newes to our honour,and tothy content: 
The Gouernour is {laine that ſought thy death, 
E aſt, A worthy manthoughnot Era us friend, n 
6:1, 
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of Solrmanand Perſeda. 

Sol;,The Prince of Cipris to,is likewiſeſlaine; 
Eraſt.Faire bloſſome,likely to hauc proued good fruite, 
Soli.Rhodes is taken,andall the men areſlaige, 

Except ſome fey that turne to Mahomet, 
Eraſt.I there it is,now all my freendsareſlaine, 

And faire Perſeda murtherd or deflowerd, 

Ah gratious Solyman now ſhow thy loue, 

In not denying thy poore ſupplyant: 

Suffer menotto ſtay herein thy preſence, 

But by my ſelfe lament meoncetfor all, 

HereifI ſtay, muſt ſuppreſſiemy teares, 

And teares ſuppreſt will butincreaſe my ſorrow, 
Sol, Go then, go ſpend thy mourningsallat once, 

T hat inthy preſence Soliman may ioy, ExitEraſtus, 

For hetherto haueI reaped little pleaſure, - 

Well well Eraſtus , Rhodes may bleſic thy birth, 

For his fake onely, will I parethem more, 

From ſpoile,pillage,and oppreſlion, 


| Then Alexander ſpard warlikeT bebes 


For Pindarus: or then Auguſtus 
Sparderich Alexandriator Arias lake. 
| Enter Bruſor, Perſeda, and Lucina. 

Bru, My gratious Lord,rcioycein happineſle: 
AllRhodes is yoakt,and ſtoopes to Solyman. 

Sol..Firſt thanks to heauen,and next to Bruſors valour, 
Whichile not guerdon with large promiſes, 
But ſtratghtreward thee with a bounteouslargeſle: 
But what two Chriſtian Virgins haue we here ? 

Bru, Part of the ſpoile of Rhodes, which werepreſerued 
Tobepreſented to your migzhtineſſe. - EO 

Sols.This preſent plealeth more then all the reſt, 
And weretheir garments turnatrom blackto white, 
1 ſhould haue deemd them fu7oes goodly Swannes, 
Or Yezus milke white Doues,ſo milde they are, 
Andſoadornd with be:uties miracle. 
Heere Br#ſor this kinde Turtle fall be thine, 
Take herand vie keratthy pleaſures | 
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But this kinde Turtle is for Sommer, 
T hat her captiuitie may turne to bliſſe. = + S 
Faire lookes reſembling Phebus radiant beames, 
Smooth forhead like the tableof high Toxe, 
Small penſild eye browes,like to glorious rainbowes, _ 
Quicke lampelike eyes, like heauens two brighteſt orbes, 
Lips of pure Corall breathing Ambrokfie, 
Checkes, where the Roſe andLillie areincombate, 
Neckewhiterthen the Snowie Apenines, 
Breſts like two ouerflowing Fountaines, = 
T wixt whicha yale leadsto the Eliſfian ſhades, 
Where vnder couert lies the fount of pleaſure, | 
Which thoughts may geſſe,but tongue mult not prophane, 
A lweeter creature nature neuer made, 
Loucneuer tainted Solymar till now, 
Now faire Virginlet me heare thee ſpeake. 
Perſe, What can my tongue vtter, but greefe and death. 
Sols.The ſound is hunnie,butthe ſence is gall : oh 
Then ſ{weeting bleſſe me withacheeretull looke. 
Perſe, How can mine eyes dart foortha pleaſantlooke, 
When they are ſtopt with flouds of flowing teares. - 
Soli.tt tongue with gricfe,and eyes with teares be fald, 
; Say Virgin,how dooththy heart admit, 
Thepure affeRion of great Soliman? | 
Perſe My thoughts arelike pillers of Adamant, 
Too hard to takeannew 1npreſſion, 
Sol, Nay then I ſce my ſtooping makes her proud, 
Shes my vaſlaile,and I will commaund, 
Coye Virgin knoweſt thou what offence it is, 
To thwart the will and pleaſure ofa king ? 
Why thy life is doone,if I but ſay the word, 
Perſe.Why thats the period that my heart deſires, 
Sol, And diethou ſha't, voieſſe thou change thy minde. 
Perſe.Nay then Perſeda growes relolute, 
Sokmans thnouzhtsand mineceſemble, 
Liues paralife thatneuer c.inbe ioyned, 
Sal:, Then kneeie thou doyne, 


| of Solimman and Perſeda, 
Andarmy hands recciuc the ſtroake of death, 
Domdeto thy ſelfeby thine owne wilfulnes. ? 


Per.Strike,ſtnke,thy wordspierce deeperthen thyblows: 


Solt, Brufor hide her,for her lookes withhould me, 


T hen Bruſor hides her witha Lane, 


O Brufor thou haſt not hid herlippes, 

For there ſits Venus with Cupidon herknee, 
Andaltthe Graces ſmiling round about her, 
So crauing pardon that I cannot ſtrike. 


Bru, Herface 1s couerd oucr quite myLord.” -P 


Sols, Why ,ſo. 

O Braſor, ſecſt thou not her milke white neck, 
That Alablaſter tower, 

Twill breake the edge of my keene Semitor, 
And peeces flying back will wound my ſelte. 

Bru. Nowiheisall couered my Lord. 

Sol: Why now at laſt ſhe dyes, 

Perſe. O Chriſt receiue my ſoule.”. 

So, Harke B rufor ſhe cals on Chrilt, 

T will not ſead hertohim, 

Her vordes are muſick, 

The ſelfe ſame muſickthat inauncient daycs, 
Prought Alexander from warre to banquetting, 
And madehim fall fromſ kirmiſhing to kiſſing, 
No my deare.Loue would not let me ie kill thee, 

p Though, Maieſtie would turne defire to wrath, 
Therelyes my ſword, humbled atthy feete, 
And 1 my ſtlfe that goucrne many kings, 
Intreatea pardon tor my raſh mildeede. 

Perſe '.Now Soliman wrongs his imperial ſlate, 
Bat ifthouloue me,and haue hopeto win, 
 Graunt me one boone that Iſkhall craue of thee, 

Sali, What exe it be, Perſedal orauntit thee, 

Perſe. Thenlet me linea Chriſtian Virgin ſbll,. 
Valeſſe my ſtate ſhal} alter by my will, 

Soli, My word is paſt, and I recall my paſſions, 
What ſhould he do with crowne ard Lmperie, - 


That 
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That cannot gouerne priuate fond affeRions, 

Yet giue meleauein honeſt fort tocourt thee, 

To cafe,though not to cure, my maladie: 

Come fitthee downe ypon my right hand here, 

This ſeateI keepevoide for another friend: 

_ Golanifaries call in your Gouernour, 

 Soſhall Lioy betweene two captiue friends, 

And yetmy ſelfe becaptiue tothem both, 

Iffriendſhips yoake werenot at libertie : 

Sec where he comes my other beſt beloued, 
___EmerFraſtus. 

Perſe. My ſweeteand beſt beloued. 

Eraſt, My ſweetcand beſt beloued: 

Perſe. For thee iy deare Eraſtus haucl liued.. 

Eraſt. AndI for thee,or els Ihadnotliued, 

Soli, What words inaffe&iondoo Iſcc? 

Eraſt. Ahpardon me great Soliman,for this is ſhe, 
For whomT mourned morethen for all Rhodes, 
Andfrom whoſeabſence I deriued my ſorrow. 

Perſe, And pardon me my Lord, for this is he, 
For whomTIthwarted Solimans intreats, 

And for whoſe exile lamentedthus. | 

Eraſi.Fuen from my childhood haue Itendred thee, 
Wieneſle the heauens of my vnfeined love. 

Sols, By this oneaccedentI well perceiue, 
Thatheauensand heaucnly powers do managelone, 
Tloue them both, / know not which the better, 
They loue each other beſt, what then ſhould follow, 
But that / conquer both by my deſerts, 

Andioyne their hands,whole heartsare knit already, 
Eraſtus and Perſeda come you hether, 

And both giue me your hands, 

Eraftus, none butthou could{t win Perſeda, 
Perſeda, none but thou couldſit win Eraſtus 

| From great Soliman,ſo well Iloue yon both: 

And now to turnelate promiſesto good cfle@, 

Be thou Eraſius Goucrnour of Rhodes, 


of Soliman and Perſeda; 
By this thou ſhalt difmiſſe my garifon,. _ . 
Bruſ:Muſt he reape that for r which Itooke the toile? 
Comeenuic thenand fitin friendſhips ſeate, ! (11 
How canlloue him that inioyes my right. 
Sol:,Giue meacrowne, to:crowne the bride witha!l, 
T hen he croWwnes Perſeda, 
Perſeda,tor my fake weare this crowne: 
Now is ſhefairer then ſhe was before, 
This title ſo augments her beautie as the fire, 
Thatlay with honours handrackt vp inaſhes, 
Reuics againe to flames, the force is ſuch, 
Remooue the cauſe,and thenthe effe will die, - 
They muſt depart,or Iſhall not be quiet, 
Eraſtus and Perſeda,meruaile not, 
Thatall in haſt I wiſh youro depart, | 
Thereis an vrgentcauſe,but priuicro my ſelfe, 
Commaund my ſhipping for ts waft you ouer. 
Ere.My gratiousLord,whe Eraftus doth forget this fauor, 
Thenlet hum liue abandondand forlorne. 
Perſe,Nor will Perſedaſlackecuenin her praiers 
And ſtill ſolicite God for Sol1ay, 
Whoſe minde hath proued ſo good and gratious. 
Sobs, Farewell Eraſtus,Perſeda farewellto.  Exeunr. 
Me thinks [ ſhould notpart with twoſuch friends, - 
'Theone ſo renownd for armes and curteſie, 
Theother ſo adornd with grace and modeſtie: 
Yetofthe two Perſeda mooues me moſt, 
I and ſo mooues me,thatT now-repent, 
ThatereI gaucaway my hearts dehire, 
W hat was it but abuſe of Fortunes gift, 
And therefore Fortunenow will bereuengde, 
W hat was it but abuſe of loues commaund, 
And therefore mightie Lone will be reuen od: 
W hat wasit bur abuſe of heauens-that 22ue "ok me, 
And therefore angric heauens will be zeuengd: 
Heanens,Loue,and Fortune,all three haue- decres ed; 
That I ſhall loue het tdl,and lack her till, 18 D 
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Like cuer thirſting wretched T antalys * 
Fooliſh Selman, why did I ſtrive, 
To do him kindnes,and vndoe my ſelfe? 
Well goucrndfriends do firſt regard themſclues; 
Bra, Jnow occaſion ſernes to ſtumblehim, 
 Thatthruſt his fickle in my harueſtcorne, 
Pleafeth your Maieſtie to.heare Bryſor ſpeake. 

Sol. T'o one paſt cure, good counſell comes too late; 
Yetſaythy minde. 

Bru,With ſecretletters woe her,and with cifts, 

Sol, My lines and gifts will but returne my thame. 

Luci.Here me my Lord,letme go ouer to Rhodes, 
That I may plead inyouraffe&ions cauſe, * 

One woman may do much to win another. 

Sol. Indeede Lucina were her husband from her, 

She happely might be woone by thy perſwades, 
"But whilſt he lives there is no hope in her. 

Bru. Why liueshe thento greeue great Soliman, 
Thisonely remaines,that you conſider, : 
In two extreames the leaſt is to becholen, ; 

If fo your life depend ypon her loue, 

And thatherloue depends vpan his life, 

Is itnot better that Eraſtas die 

Ten thouſand deaths,then Solrmran ſhould perith 2 

Sol: I ſaiſt thou fo ? why then it ſhall be fo, 
But by what meanes ſhall poore Eraſtus dic? 

Bru. Thais ſhall be the meanes, 

Tie fetch him backe againe, 

Vander couler of great conſequence, 

No ſooner ſhall he land vponour ſhore, 

But witnes ſhall be ready to accuſc him, 
Oftreaſon doone againſt your mightines, 
And then he ſhall be doomd by marſhalllavv, 

Sols, Oh fine deuile, Bruſor get thee gone, 
Come thou againe, butletthelady tay, 

To win! Perſedato my will, meane while, 
WillI prep:re the mdge andwitneſlcs, 


And 


of Solwmanand Perſeda. 
And ifthistake effe, thou ſhalt be Viceroy, 
Andfaire Lucina Queeneof T repolee, 
Brufor be gone, for. till thoucomeTlanguiſh. ! 
ExeuntBruſor and Lucina, 
Andnow to caſe my troubled thoughts at]aſt, | 
I will go fit among my learned Evenukes, 
And here themplay,and ſee my minions dance, 


For till that Br»for bring me my deſire, mo 
Imayaſlwage,butneuer quench loues fire. —_ 
Enter Baſlliſco. 0 fange befor 
Baſi.Since the expugnationoftheRhodianNle, Ry 7 Kh " 
Methinkesa thouſand yeares are ouerpaſt, _ ee 1 #2] 
 Morefor thelack of my Perſedasprelence, 
Thenfor theloſſe of Rhodes that paltry lle, | 


Or for my friends that there were murthered, 
My valour euery where ſhall purchaſe friends, : 
And where a man liues well, there is his countrie. P 
Alas the Chriſtians are but very thallow, | 
In giuing iudgement ofa man at armes, 
A man of my deſertand excellence. 
The Turkes whom they account for. barbarous, 
Hauing forchard of Baſiliſcoes worth, 
A number ynderprop me with their thoulders, 
Andinprocefſion bare me to the Church, 
AsI had beene a ſecond Mahomet, 
I fearing they would adore mefora God, 
Wiſely informd them that was but man, 
Although intimeperhaps I might aſpire, 
To purchaſe Godhead,as did Hercules, 
I meane by doing wonders inthe world: 
Amid{(t their Church they bound me to apiller, 
And to make triall of my valiancie, 
They topt acollop of my rendreit member, 
Bur thinke you Baſiliſco ſquicht for that, 
Euen asaCowefor tickling in the horne, 
That doone, they fet me ona milke white Aﬀe, 
Compaſlling me with goudly ceremonies, 
| G 2 Ti .at 


' TheTragedie . 
That day me thought, ſat in Powpeyes Chaire, © 
And viewd the Capitol;and was Romes greateſt glorie. 
Enter Piſton. 
Piſt, I would my maiſter hadIeft 
Some other tobe his agent here: 
Faith Tam wearie of theafficealreadie, 
What Seigniout Tremomundo, 
Thatrida pilgrimageto beg cakebread. | _ 
Baſ:O take me not vnprouided,let me fetch my weapons, 
P:ſt.Why I meant nothing but a Baſolus Mans. 
Baſi. No,didſt thou not meaneto giuc methepriuie ſtab? 
P:ff, No by my troth fir. 
Bs/.Nay itthou had{t,I had not feard theel, 
ITtell thee my skin holds out Piſtoll proofe., 
Pit. Piſtoll proofe? ile trie if it will hold out pinprooue, 
T ben he pricks him-With a pin. | 
Baſ:O ſhoote no more greatGod I yecld tothee. . 
Pift.1 fee his skinis but piſtol profe from the girdleypward 
What ſuddaineagonie was that ? | 
Ba. V Vhy ſawſtthou not, how Cxpid God of loue, 
Not dariag looke me in the marthall face, 
Camelikea coward ſtealingafter me, | 
Andwith his pointed dart prickt my poſteriors. 
Pit. Then here my opinion concerning that point, 
The Ladies of Rhodes hearing that you haue loſt, 
A capitoll part of your Lady ware, 
Haue made their petition to Cupid, 
Toplague youaboueall other, 
As one preiuditiall to their muliebritie, 
Now fir,Crpid ſecingyoualreadic hurt before, 
Thinkes it agreater puniſhment to hurt you behind, 
Therfore I would wiſh you tohauezn eye to the back dore 
Baſ,Sooth thouſaiel(t,] muſt be fencd behinde, 
T'ehang my target there. 
Pijt.Indeede that will ſerue to beare of ſome blowes, 
VVhenyourun away ina fraye, 
Ba". Sirra,ſura, whatart thou ? 
Thar 


— 


; of Soliman and 1Perſed; 
Thar thus incrocheſt ypon my familiaritie, f 
VVithout ſpeciall admittance. - | 

Piſt.V V hy do younotknow metTan Erefturraan, A 

Baſ. V Vhat art thou that pettie pigmie, £ D 
Thar chalnegedme at Rhodes: 

V Vhom Iretufd to combat for his minoritie, 
Where is. Eraftus I owe him chaſtiſmentin. Perſedas quarrel, 

' P;/#. Do not you know that they are allfriends, 
And Eraſtus maryed to Perſeda, 

And Eraſtus made goucrnour of Rhodes, 
And 1lettheere to be theiragent? 
Baſ.O celum,O terra,O maria Neptune, 
_ turne Turketo follow her ſo far, 
. The more ſhame for you, 
Bil Andisſhe linkr in tiking with my foe ? | 
P:ſt. Thats becauſe you were our of the way. {. 

Baſ:O wicked Turquefor to fteale herhence. 

P:ft. O wicked turne coate that would hauc her ſtaye, 

Baſ: Thetructhis,ile be a Turke no more. 

Piſt. And I feare thou wilt neuer prooue goodchriſtian. 

Ba. I willafter to take reuenge, 

Piſt. Andile ſtay heere about my maiſters buſines, 

Baſ.Farewell Conſtantinople,[ will to Rhodes, Ext. 

P./t. Farewell counterfeit foole, 

God ſend him good ſhipping: 
Tis noiſd about, that Braſor 15 ſent, 
To fetchmy maiſter backea gaine, 
Icannot be weil till I heare the reſtof thenewes, 
Therefore Ile about it lraight. Exit. 
Enter Chorus, 
Loue.Now Fortune what haſt thou done in this latter act? 
Fort. ] brought Perſeda to thepreſence, 
Of Soliman the Turkiſh Emperour, 
And gaue Lucina into Bruſors hands. 

Love. Andfirſt Iftuonge them with conſenting loue, - 
And made great Soliman iweete beauties thrall, 
Humblchimlelfeat faire Per{edasfeete, 

"(© þ And 


|  TheTragedie n 
And madehim praiſe loue and captines beautie 2 
Againe,I made him torecall his paſſions, 

' Andgiuc Perſedato Eraſtus hands, 
Andafter make repentance ofthe deed. 

For. Meane time I fild Eraftus ſailes with winde; 
And brought him-homevnto his natiue land. 

Death. And I ſubornd Bruſor with enuiousrage, 
To counſell Selimar to ſlay hisfriend, 
Brufor is (ent toferch him back againe, 
Marke well what followes, for the hiſtorie 


Prooues me cheefe aRorin this tragedie, . Exeunt, 


Enter Fra(tus ard Perſeda. 

Eraft. Perſeda,theſe dayesarc our dayes of joy, 
What could I more defirethen thee to wife, 
AndthatT haue : orthen to goucrne Rhodes, 

And that doe, thankes to great Sol/imar, 

Perſe, Andthankes to gratious heauens, that ſo 

Brought Soliman from worleto better, 
For thoughIneuer touldittheetill now, 
His heart was purpoſd once to do thee wrong. 

Eraſt, I that was beforc he knew thee to bemine, 
But now Perſeda,lets forget ould grecfes, 
Andletour ſtudies whole be 1mploid, 

Toworke cach others bliſſeand hearts delight. 

Per.Our preſent ioyes will be ſo much the greater, 
When as we call tomindefocrepaſled grectes, 

So finges the Mariner ypon the ſhore, 
When he hath paſt the dangerous time of ſtormes: 
But ifmy Loue will haue oldeereefes forgot, 


They ſhall lieburicd in Perſedss breſt, 


Enter Bruſor and Lucina, 
Eraſt, Welcome Lord Bruſor, 
Per/e. And Lucinato, 
Bru. Thankes Lord gouernour. 
£uci, And thankes ta you Madarne, 


Erah, 


of Sokman and Perſeda, Bs 

Eraſt. Whathaſtienews brings youſo ſvoneta Rhodes? 
Although to me you neuer come to ſoone.0 "3 

Bru. Soit is my Lord,that ypon greataffaires, _ -; 
Importuning health and wealth of Solinzan, 

His highnes by me intreatethyou, 

As cuer youreſpe@ hisfutureloue, 

Or haue regafd vnto his curteſfie, 

Tocomeyourlſelfe inperſon andviſit him, 

Withour inquirie whatſhould be thecaule.. 

Eraſt.V V ere there no ſhips to croſle the Seas withall, 
My armes ſhould frame mine oarcs to croſle the ſeas, ' 
And ſhould the fees turne tide to force me backe, . 

Defirc ſhould frame me winges toflieto him, 

I go Perſeda thou muſt gineme leaue. 
Perſe.Though loth, yet So/imans command preuailes, _._ 
Luci, And ſweete Per/ada T will ſtay with you.,. 

From Bruſor my beloued,and Ile wanthim, | 

Till he bring backe Eraft#s vnto you. 

Erat, Lord Bruſor come tis tune that we were gon. 

Bra, Perſedatarewell,benot anerie, T7084 
For that I carry thy.beloued from thee, 3 
V Ve willreturne with all ſpecde poſſible, 

Andthou Lucia, vie Perſedalo, 
That for my carrying of &raſtus hence, 
She curſe me nor,and {ofarewellto both. 
, Per.Come Lucinaletsin,my heartisfull, Excunt. 


Enter Soliman,Lord marſhall,the two witnelles, 
8 and L[anifaries. 

Sob5.Lord marſhall,ſee you handle it cunning]y, 

And when &raſius comes our periurd friend, 
Scche be condemnd by marſhalllaw, 
Heere will I ſkandto ſee andnotbeſeene, 

A arſhall, Cometellowes ſee when this matter comes in 
You ſtagger not :and Ianilaries, (queſtion, 
Sce that your flrangling cordes be readje, | 

Soli,Ah that Perſeas were not Lalfe ſo faire, Fe 
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Or that S6l;jyar werenotlo fond; - 
Or that Perſeda had fome other loue, 
| Whoſe death night ſaue my poore Eraſtus life, 
EnerBruſor,and Fraftus.. 3 
See where he comes, whome though I deerely loue, 
Yet muſt his bloud be ſpilt for my behoofe, WES £ 
Such is the force of morrow burning loue.. 53k 
Marſhall, E raſtus, Lord Gouernour of Rhodes, 
I arreſt you in theKingsname, '' | 7 
. Eraſt, What thinks Lord Bruſer of this frangearreſt, 
Haſt thou intrapt me to thistretcherie: 2 
Intendedavell Lwot without the leaue 
Orlicence ofany Lord great Soliman.. 
Bra. Why thenappeale to him, where thou fhale know 
And beathired that] betray theenot,.. - 
Sol. Yes;thou,andI,and allof vs betrayhim. 
e ar. No,no,inthiscaſe noappeale ſhall ſerue, 
Era, Why then to thee, or vntoany clſe, | 
T heere proteſt by lieaucns vato-youal], 
That neuer wasthere man more true or1uſt, 
Orin his deeds moreloyalt and vpright, 
Or more louing,or more innocent, 
Than I haue beneto gratious Soliman, 
Since far{t 7 ſet my! feeron Turkiſh land. 
Sebi, My ſelfe woutd'be his witneſſeifI durſt, - 
But bright Perſedass beautie ſtops ny tongue. ©. , 
Mar. Why firs, why faceto face exprelle younot, ' 
'Thetreaſons youreucald to Soliman? * 
Witneſſes. That very day Eraſtus went from hence, 
Helentfor me into his Cabinet, 
And for that man that is of my profeſſhon. 
Era. Incuerſaw them 7 vntill this day, 
 Witneſſe His Cabine dore faſt hut, heficſt bezan 
. To queſtion vsofall ſorts offire-workes, , 
Wherein, when we had fully reſolued him, 
V Vhat might bedone; hepreddin gonthe boord, 


s huge heape ofour im, periall COYNE, - 
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of Soliman and Perſeda; 
All thisis yours quoth he,if you conſent, 
Toleaue great Solimanand ſerue in Rhodes, 
Mar Why that was treaſon, but onwards withrhe reſt, 
| 'Enter Piſton. | 
P:iſt.Whathaue we hcer,my maiſter before the marſhall? 
Witn.WeſaidnotI,nor durſt we lay hum nay, | 
Bicauſe we werealreadyin his gallyes, 
But ſeemd content to flie with him to Rhodes, 
With that he purſtthe gould, and gaue it vs. 
ThereſtT darenot ſpeakeit is fo bad, (rhetre 
Eraſi* Heavens heer you this,and drops not vengeanceon 
T he other wit. Thereft, and worſt, will | diſcourſe iQ brieke, 
Will you conſent quoth he to fire the flecte, 
Thatlies hard by vs heere in Boſphoron, 
For be it ſpoke 1 ſecret heere quoth he, 
Rhodes muſtno longer beare the turkiſh yoake,. 
We ſaidthe taske might eafilie beperformd, 
But that welackt ſuch drugsto mixe with powder, ; 
As werenotin his gallyesto be got, 
At this helept for ioy, {wearing andpromifiugy 
That our rewardihould beredoubled: 
We camealand not minding forto returne, 
And asour dutyantidaleageance bound vs, 
We madeall knowne vnto great Soliman,. 
Butere we could ſummon him a land, : 
His ſhjps werepaſt a kenning from the ſhore, 
Belike ho thought we had bewrayd his treaſons. 
Marſh. Thatall is true thatheere you haue declard, 
Both lay your hands vpon the Alcaron. 
I.IVit. Foule death betide me it I ſwearenot true, 
2. Wit, And miſchiefe light on me,if I ſwearefalle, , . 
Soli, Miſchiefe and death ſhall light vypon you both, of 
XMar. Eraſtus thou ſeeſt what witnes hathproducedagainft FI 
What anſwerelt thouynto their accuſations? (thee, 


Eralt. That theſe are Synons and my ſelfe poore Troy « 
Aar.Now it reſteth,I appoint thy death, | 
 Wherein thou ibalt confelicile RR thee, 


For 
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For that thou wert beloued of Solman, 
Fhou ſhalt foorthwith be bound vnto that poſt, 
And ſtrangled as our Turkiſh order is. 
Pe. Such fauour ſendall Turkes I pray God, 
Eraſt, ]ice this traine was plotted ere I came, 
What bootes complaining wheres no remedy : 
Yet giue me leaue before my life ſhall end, 
To moane Perſeda,andaccule my friend, 
Sol:.O vniuſt Soirman,O wicked time, 
Where filthie laſt muſt murther honeſt loue. 
AMarlh.Diſpatch,for our time limited 1s paſt, 
Eraſt.Alas,howcan he butbe {horr, whoſe tongue 
Is faſt tide with galling ſorrow. 
Farewell Per/eda, no more but that for her: 
Inconſtant Sol;nan.no more but that for him, 
V nfortunate Eraſtus,no more but that for me ; 
Loethis is al. & thus I leaue to ſpeake. T ben rhey ſtrangle hims 
P:/}. Marie fir thisisa faire warning for me to get me gon, 
| | | Exu Piſton, | 
Soli. O faue hislife,if it bepoſltb'e, 
I will not looſe him for my kingdomes worth, 
Ahpoore Eraſtus art thou dead already, 
What bould preſumer durltbe fo reſolued, 
For to bercaue Eraſtus life from him, 
Whole life to me wasdearer then mine owne,. 
V Vaſtthouandthou,Lord marſhall bring them hether, 
Andat Eraſtus hand let them recciue, 
The ſtroake of death, whom they hayeſpoild of life: 
V Vhatis thy hand to weake ?then mine thall helpe, 
Toſendthem downe to euerlaſting night, EN 
To watte vpon thee through eternall ſhade, 
Thy ſoule ſhall not go mourning hencealone:. | 
T hus dic and thus,for thus you murtherd him, | 
| T hen he kils the two Jamiſaries that kild Eraſlus. 
But foft methinkes heis not ſatiſfied, 
1 he breath doth murmure ſoftly from hislips, 
Andbiads me killthoſe bloudie witneſles, 


By 


of Solimanand Perſeda. 
By whoſe treacheric Eraſtus dyed: | 
Lord Marſhall, haie thein to the towers top, + 
And throwthem headl»ng downeinto the valley, . 
Soler their treaſons with their lines haneend, 
i, Witn. Your (elfeprocured vs. 2.Witn.[s this our hier? 
T hen the m1rſhall beares them to the tower top. 
Soh, Speake nota word,leaſt in my wrathfull ſurie, 
I doome you to tenthouſand direfu'l torments: - 
AndBruſorſce Eraſtus beinterd, 
V Vith honor ina kingly ſepulcher, 
V Vir when Lord marſhall ? great He&ors ſonne; 
Aitho!igh his age did plead for innocence : 
V Vas ſooner tumbled from thefarall tower, 
Then are thoſe periurde wicked witneſles. 
T hen they are both tumbled downe, 
V Vhy now Eraſtus Gholt is fatiſfied ; 
],but yer the wicked Iudgeſuruiues, 
By whome Eraſtus was condemnd to die, 
Bruſor,as thou loueſtme ſtab in the marſhall, 
Leaſthe deteQ vsvnto the world, 
By making knowne our bloudy praQiſes, 
Andthen will thouandlT hoiſt{aile to Rhodes, 
VVherethy Lacma and my Perſedalmes. 
Bru] wil my lord:lord Marſhal,it is his highnes pleaſure 
That you commend him to Eraſtusloule. 
T hen he kuls the Marſhall, 
Soli, Heere ends my deere Eraſtus tragedie, 
Andnow begins my pleaſant Comedie, 
But if Perſedavnderſtand theſe newes, 
Ourſcane will prooue but tragicomicall. 
Bru, Fearenot my Lord, Lucina plaies her part, 
And wooesapacein Solimans behalte. | 
Soli, Then Brufor come,and with ſome few men, 
Lets faile to Rhodes withall conuenient ſpeede, 
For till I fouid Perſeda in mine armes, 
My troubied cares are deft with loues alarmes, E©xemnt. 


Enter Perſeda,Lucina,and Baſiliſco, 
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Perſe, Now fignior Baſiliſco which likeyou; 
'The Turkiſh orour nation beſt, 
Baſi. That which your ladiſhip will have me like, 
Luci.T am deceiued but you werecircumciſed, 
Baſ. Indeed | was a littlc cut in the porpulſe, 
Per, V Vhatmeanes madeyouto ſteale back to Rhodes; 
Baſs. The mightie pinckanied brand bearing God, 
To whom Iamlo long trueſeruitour, 
W hen he eſpyde my weeping flouds of teares, 
For your depart,he bad me follow him: 
I followed him,he with his fier brand, 
Parted the ſeas,and wecameouer dricſhod. 
Luci. A matter not valikely : but how chance, 
Yourturkiſh bonet is noton your head? 
Baſe. Becauſe I now am Chriſtzanagaine, 
And that by natural] meanes,for as 
Theold Cannon faies verie pretily, 
Ntbill eſt tamnaturali, quod eo modo colligatum eſt, 
And fo foorth : ſo [became a Turke totollow her, 
To follow her,am now returnda Chriſtian, 
Enter Piſton, 
Pift.OT.ady and miſtris,weepe and lament, 
And wring your hands, for my Maiſter 
1s condemnd and executed, 
Luci, Bepaticnt ſweete Perſeda,the foole but iefls, 
Perfe. qa nightly dreames foretould me this, 
Which fooliſh woman fondly I negleRed, 
But ſay what death dyed my poore Eraſtus? 
Piſt, Nay,God be praiſd, bis death was reaſonable, 
He was but ſtrangled, 
Perſe, But ſtrangled,ah double death to me, 
ut {ay,wherefore was he condemnd to die? + 
© Pift, Fornothing but hie treaſon. | 
Perſe. What treaſon,orby whom was he condemnd? 
Pijt.Faith two great knights of the poſt, ſwore vpon the | 
Alcaron,that he would haue firde the Turkes Fleete, | 


Perſe, V Vas Bruforby ? 
| | | Piſton 


of Soliman and Perſeds, 
P;ton.T. : 
Per, And Soliman ? | | 
Piſt:; No butI ſaw where he ſtood, x8 
To heere andſecthe matter well conuaid, 
Perſe, Accuried Soliman,prophane Alcaron, 
Luciza, came thy husband to this end? 
'Toleada Lambe vnto theſlaughterhouſe, 
Haſtthou for this, in Sol:mans behalfe 2 
With cunning words tempted my chaſtitie, 
Thou ſhalcabie for both yourtrecheries, 
It muſt be ſo, Bafih/co dooeſt thou loneme,ſpeake, 
Baſs. 1l more then 1lloue either life or ſoule, 
V VhatſhallI ſtab the Emperout for thy ſake. 
Perſe, No,but Lucina if thou loueſt me, kill her, 
Then Bafiliſco rakes a Dagger & feeles uponthe point of it. 
Baſi. The point will marre her skin. 
Perſe, What dareſt thou not,giue methedagger then, 
Theres a reward for all thy treaſons paſt, 
T hen Perſedakils Lucina. 
Baſi. Yet darel beare her hence,to do thee good: 
Perſe. Noletherlie,a pray to rauening birds: 
Nor ſhall her death alone ſuffice for his, 
Rhodes now ſhall beno longer Solrmars, 
V Vecle fortifie our walles,and keepe the towne, 
' In fpight of proud inſulting Soliman, 
] know theletcher hopes to haue my loye,”>-... 
And firſt Per/eda, ſhall with this hand ce, 
T hen yecid to himand liuein infamie -— Exennt. 
eMan#Baſlliſco. 
Baſ,, 1 will ryminare. Death which the poers 
Faine tobepaleand meager; 
Hath depriued Eraſtusrrunke from breathing vitalitie, 
A braue Cauclere,but my aprooued foeman: . 
Let me ſee; whereis that Alcides, furnamed Hercules ? 
Theonely Club man of his time :dead, | 
V Vhereisthe eldeſt ſonne of Pryam 2 | 
T hat abraham couloured Troion : dead, 
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V Vhere is the leader of the Kanadilons, 
That well knit Acc:/!: dead. 
V Vhereis that furious Arax,theſonne of Telamon, 
Or that fraudfullſquire of /chaca,Iclipt Zlifſes ? dead, 
V Vhercis tipſie A!exander,that great cup conquerour, 
Or Pompey that braue warriour ? dead: 
Jam my ſelfe ſtrong,but I confeſle deathto be ſtronger, 
Iam valiant,but mortall, 
Iamadorned with natures gifs, | 
A giddie goddeſſe,thatnow giuethand anon taketh, 
' Jam wiſe, but quid{lits will not anſwer dearh : | 
To concludeina word,to be capt1ous. vertuous, ingenious, 
Orto be nothing when it pleaſeth death to be enmous. 
Thegreat Turque, whole ſeat is Conſtantinople, 
Hath beleagred Rhodes, whoſe chieftaine is a woman. 
Icould take the. ruleypon me, 
But the ſhrub is ſafe when the Cedar ſhaketh: 
Tloue Perſedaas one worthie, 
But Tloue Bafil;ſcoas one I hou!d more worthie. 
My fathers ſonne,my mothers ſolace, my proper ſelfe. 
Faith he can doelittlethat cannot ſpeake, 
And hecan doeleſſc that cannot runne away. | 
Then fith mans lifeis as a glaſſe, andaphillip may cracke it, 
Mine is no more anda bullet may pearceit: 
ThereforcI willplay leaſtin fight. Exit, 
Ezxter Soliman,Bruſor, with 7anifaries. I 
Soli, The gatesare ſhut, which prooues that Rhodes re« 
And that *Perſedais not Solimans. (uolts, 
Ah Bruferſee where thy Lucinalies | 
Butcherd diſpightfullic without the walles. 
Bru, Vnkinde Pe-ſeda,couldit thouvle her fo? 
Andyetwevi*dPer{eds little better, 
Sobi. Nay gentle Brufer ſtay thy tearesa while, 
Leaſt with thy woes thou ſpoile my commedie, 
Andallroſoone be turna to Tragedies. 
Go Bruſor,beare her tothy priuatetent, 


Where weat lealure will lameat her death, 
| And 


of Soliman and Perſeda. 
And with our teares bewaileher obſcquies: 
For yet Perſedaliues for Soliman. 
Drum ſounda parle, were it not for her, 
I would ſacke the towne creI would ſoundaparle, 
| T be Drum ſoundes a parle, 
Perſeda comes wpon the walles in mans apparell 
Baſiliſco and Piſton vpon rhe waules, 
Per, Atwhole intreaticis this parle founded, 
Soli, Atourintreaty,thereforeyeeld thetowne;, 
Per. Why what art thou that boldly bids ys yeeld? 
Sob., Great Solman,Lord of all the world. 
Per. Thou att not Lord of all, Rhodes is not thine, 
Sol, It was,and ſhall be maugre who faiesno, 
Per, 1 that ſay no will neuer lee it thine. 
Soli, Why whatart thouthat dares reſiſt my force? 
Per, A Gentleman and thy mortall enenne, 
Andone that dares thee to the ſingle combate; 
So!;, Firſt tell me, dooth Perſedaliueor no 2 
Per. She lines to ſee the wrack of Soliman, 
Sol, T hen ile combate thee what ere thouart. 
Per. And in Erſtus name1le combat thee, 
And heerelI promiſe thee on my Chriſtian faith, 
Then will l yeeld Perſedato thy hands, 
T hat if thy {tength ſhall ouermatchmy right, 
Tovle,asto thy l:king ſhall ſcemebeſt, 
But ere I come to enter ſingle fight, . 
Firſt let my tongue vtter my hearts deſpight, 
Andthus my tale begins : thou wicked tant, 
T hou murtherer,accurſed homicide, 
For whome hell gapes,and all the vgly feends 
Do waitefortoreceiue thee intheir jawes: 2 
Ahtperiur*d andinhumaine Soliman, 
How could thy heart harbour a wicked thought? 
Againſt the ſpotleſlelife of poore Eraſtus ? 
V Vas henat true? would thou badſt been as iuſt, 
VVashe not valiant? would thou hadſt bin as yertuous, 
V Vas henot loyall 2 wouid thou hadit beencaslowng: 


Ah 


T beTragedie 
Ahwickedtirant inthat one mans death, 
Thouhaſtbetrayde the flower of Chriſtendome, 
Dyed he becauſe his worth obſcured thine, 
In ſſanghtering him thy vertuesare defamed, 
Didſithou miſdochim,in hope to win Perſeda, 
Ahfooliſh man,therein thouart deceived, 
For thongh ſhe liue, yet will ſhe neare line thine, 
V Vhich to approouc,ilecome to combat thee. 
Sol; Injurious foule mouthd knight, my wrachfull arm@ 
Shall chaſtiſe and rebuke thele iniuries. 
Then Perſeda comes downe toSoliman,ard 
Bafiliſco and Piſton. : 

Pift Tbutheere youare you ſo fooliſh to fight with him? 

Baſ. I firra,why not, aslong asI ſtand by? 

Soli. Tlenot defend Eraftus innocence, 

Bur thee,maintianing of Perſedas beautie, 
T ben they fight, Soliman kls Perſeda, - 
Per, Tnow I lay Perſedaat thy feete, 
But with thy hand firſt wounded to the death, 
Now ſhall the worldreport that Solimar, 
Slew Eraſtus in hope to win Perſeda, 
And murtherd her forlouing of hir husband. 
Soli, W hat my Perſeda,ah what hauel doone, 
Yet kiſſe me gentle loue before thou die. 

Perſe. A kitle I graunt thee,though 1 hate thee deadly, 
 _ Soli, Tloued thee deerelie and accept thy kiſle, 
'V Vhy didſt thou lone £r4/tus more then me, 

Or why didſ{tnot giue Solana kiſle 
Ere this vnhappietime, then hadſt thou lived: 

Baſi. Ahletmekifle thee too before [ die, 

T hen Soliman il; Baſiliſco, 
Sols.Nay die thou ſhalt for thy preſumption, 
For kifling her whom 7 do houl d fo deare, 

Pift, 1willnot kiſſe hirfir,but giue meleaue 
To weepeouer hir,for while ſhe ined, 

Sheeloued me deerely,and / loued hir. 

Soli./tthou did(t louc hir villaine as thou faidfh, by 

. cn 


| of Solan and Perſeda. | 
- Then wait onher thorougbetegnalinighe 
Then Solignan fils Piſtons 
AhPerſedg,how ſhall I mourneforthee? ; 
Faire ſpringing roſe,illpluckt before thy time. 
Ahheauens that hitherto hane ſmildeon me, 
Why doe you vnkindly lowre on Solimar? | 
The loſſe of halfe my Realmes,nay crownes decay, 
 Couldnothaueprickt ſonecrevnto my heart, . 
As doththeloſſe ofmy Perſedaes life: 
And with herlife,Hikewiſc looſe my loue, 
And with herlouemy hearts felicitic, 


Euecn for Eraffus death, the heauens haueplaguedme, 
Ah no the heauens did neuer more accurſe me,  ,. 
Then when they mademe Butcherofmy lone, .: : 

Yet iuſtly how can I condemne my ſelfe, 

When Br»ſorliues that was the cauſe of all, 

Come Bruſor,helpe to lift her bodie vp, 

Is ſhe not faire? | 

Bru. Fuen inthe houre of death, 

Sos, Was ſhe not conſtant? [1 

Bru, Asfirmeasarc thepoles whereon heaven lies,.-.. -/ 

Soli, V Vasſhenot chaſte Bi ©, 

Bru, Asis Pandoraor Dianaes thoughts, 

Sobs, Then tell mez his treaſons (ſet aſide, 

V'Vhat was Eraſtus inthy opinion? —& 

Bru, Faire ſpoken, wile,curteous, and liberall: 
Kinde, cucntohis foes, gentleandaffable, 
Andall,in all, his deeds heroyacall, _. 

Soi, Ah,was he ſo? how durſt thouthen yngration . 
Firſtcauſememurther ſuch a worthy man, (Counſeller, 
Andafter tempt ſo vertuousa woman, p 
Be this therefore the laſt that cre thou ſpeake: 
Janifaries,takehim ſtraight vnto the block, 
Off with his head,and ſuffer him nor to ſpeake, 

| Exit Bruſor, 
And now Perſedaheerel lay medowne, 
Andonthy beautic ſtill contemplate, 


Vat 


P 


 Beforchis age hathſeenchis mellowed yeates, 


Forgiue me deere Erajtnsmy vnkindres: 


Vnrill mine eyesfhall farfet by my gafing: 
But ſtay let meſee whatpuperis this. — 
T hen be takes vy #paper;,and reedes init axfollywenh, 


Tyrant my lipr vert ſlanft with deailly poyſons, 
T oplague thy hart that is ſo fullof poiforr, 


What aml poifoned*thenTanifaries, 
Let meſee Rhodes recoutrdeere Tdie, 
Souldiers,aſlault the towne'on cuery ſide, 
Spoil all,killall,let nojecſcape your furie, - 
Sd i  Soundan alarumrothe fight, 
Say Captaine;is Rhodes recouered againe. 
Capt. ItismyLord,and ftoopes to Sohnmre. 
Solz, Y et thatalayes the furie of my paine, 
Before I die, for donbtleffe diel mult, 
Ifares,injurious fates,haue fo decreed, 
For now lT feele the poyſon ginsto worke, 
AndTIam weakceuen tothevery death, i” 
Yet ſome thing moreconteatelly ] die, _— 


For thatimrey dcath wits wi we htby her deuife, 


- Wholiuing was my ioy, whoſe death my woe. 


Ahlanifaries now dyes your Emperour, 

Andifyou cuer loued yourEmperour, c 
Afecight m&hotwith ſorrawes andlaments, 
And when my ſoulefrom'body ſhall depart, 
Trouble me not burtlet me paſle in peace, 
An&itiyourHtlence let yourloue be ſhowne: 


My lafttequeſtforT-commaundno more, 


Is that my body,withPerſedas be, 

Interd, where mmy Eraſtuslyes intombd, 
Andlet one Epitaph containe vs all: 

Ah nowl feetc the paper tonld me true, © 
The poiſon is difperſtthrough cuery vaine, 
And boiteslike Eena in my frying guts, 


: of Solmarrand Perſeda, = | 

I hauereuenedthy deaths withmany deaths, 

And {yeete Perfedaflienot Soliman, = 

Whenas my gliding phoſt ſhall followthee, 

With eager mo2de,thorowetertallnipht: = 

And nowpaleDeath fits on my panting ſoule, 

Andwith reuengingire dooth tyrannife: 

And faies for Sokmanstroomuch amille, 

This dayſſhallbe the peryodofmy blilke, Exennm. 

T ber Soliman dyes ,andthey carry him forth with ſilence, 


Enter Choras, Fe 
Fortune, T pate Eraftus woe and mileric, 
Amidſthis greateſtioy andiollitie, 
Loxe. ButIthart hanepower inccarth aod heauenaboue, 
Stung them both with neuerfailingloue, 
Death. But I bereft them borhofloneand life, 
Loue,Oflife,butnot of louefor-euen it death, 
Their ſoules are knit, though bodies be difioynd, 
Thou didſt but wound their fleſh, their minds are free, 
Their bodies buried, yer they honour me. 
Death, Hence fooliſh Fortune,and thou wanton Loxe, 
Your deedes aretrifles,mine ofconſequence, 
Fortune. Igine worlds happines,and woes increaſe, 
Loue.By ioyning perſons,I increaſe theworld. 
Death. By waſtning all,I conquerall the world, 
Andnow to endour differenceat laſt, 
Ja this laſt aQ, note butthe deedes of death, 
"V'Vhereis Eraſtus now but in my triumph? 
 VVhercarethe murtherers but in my triumph? 
V Vheresmudgeand witneſſeburt in my triumph? 
Wheres falce Zxcinabut.in my triumph? 
Wheresfaire Perſedabut in my triumph? 
V VheresBaſiſcobut in my triumph? 
V Vheres faithfull P;/oz but in my triumph? 
V Vheres valiant Bru/or but in my triumph? 
And wheres great Soliman but in my triumph? 
Theirloues and fortunes ended with their lives, . 
: F 1 An 


..'TheT ragedie 
Andthey muſtwait vponthe Carre of death 2 
Packe Lone and Fortune,play in Commedies, 
For powerſuli deathbeſtfittcthiTragedies. 
Lou, 1 go, yet Loxethallncucryeecld to Death, 
| LEY . Exit Lone, 
Death. But Fortaneſhall,for whenT waſte the world, 
'Thea times and kingdomes Fort#zes ſhall decay. 
For. Meane time will Fortune gouerneas ſhe may, 
| | Exu Fortune, 
Death. T now will Death in his moſt haughtiepride, 
Fetch his imperiall Carre from deepeſthell, 
Andride in triumphthrough the wicked world, 
Sparingnone bur ſacred Cynthias friend, 
Whome Death did fearc before her life began, 
For holy fates have grauen itn their tables, 
Thar Death ſhall die ifheattempt her end, 
V Vholclife is heauens deltght and (yzthias friend, 
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